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As is the case with all scholarly work, this book owes much to other 
people. I undertook all the work on the book during a series of fel-
lowships at the Stout Research Centre for New Zealand Studies at 
Victoria University of Wellington when it was under the leadership 
of Lydia Wevers. I cannot thank her, the staff and other fellows at 
the Stout enough for the help they gave me and their willingness to 
listen to and comment on various iterations of the introduction to 
the book and my other explorations into New Zealand utopianism. 
My work on the Wainoni community was assisted by Bill Met-
calf, the foremost scholar on the communities of Australia and New 
Zealand, and, Lucy Sargisson during our collaboration on our book 
Living in Utopia: Intentional Communities in New Zealand (Alder-
shot, England: Ashgate, 2004), which includes a different and long-
er consideration of Wainoni.
I am particularly grateful to Nathan Simon and Warner Saville, 
who, hearing one of my talks at the Stout, provided me with family 
information, and noted the gaps in that information, that added sig-
nificantly to what I had found and what Bill Metcalf had given me.
My work on the typescript of Morganeering was initially done at 
the library of the Christchurch Museum before the earthquake, and 
the staff was immensely helpful. The later stages were completed 
after the earthquake when the library was working under severe 
restrictions, and I thank the staff for finding the material I needed 
and their support while I worked on it.
In New Zealand, I found other materials related to Bickerton at 
the Alexander Turnbull Library, the Macmillan Brown Library at 
Christchurch University, the Christchurch Public Library, and the 
Auckland Museum. In Australia, I found additional material in the 
State Library of New South Wales, and, oddly, I found the only ex-
tant copy of a New Zealand publication that included an article by 
Bickerton in the Toronto Reference Library. I could not have com-
pleted the work without the help of the staff of all these institutions.
After years of search based on some confusions on when it was 
published, I found the only known copy of the Weekly Times and 
Echo in the microform room at the British Library, and the help 
given me by the staff of the room in locating it and other Bickerton 
materials was invaluable.
Everyone working on New Zealand history must be eternally 
grateful for Papers Past, which I used constantly. More will be 
learned as it continues to expand its coverage.
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Alexander William Bickerton was a scientist now primar-
ily remembered for his defense of a theory generally known 
as “partial impact” that describes how some new stars are 
formed, a theory that he elaborated into a complete inter-
pretation of the cosmos. But among his many other activi-
ties, Bickerton wrote poetry and fiction, mostly unpublished 
or self-published in very limited editions. Among the fiction 
was one utopian novel, Morganeering: Or, The Triumph of the 
Trust. A Fragment of a Satirical Burlesque on the Worship of 
Wealth. What was thought to be the only published part of 
the novel breaks off mid-sentence, but a continuation, longer 
than the published part, is held in the Bickerton Papers at the 
Canterbury Museum.1 On the back of one page in the manu-
script is a note that suggests that the entire book had been 
serialized in the London radical journal the Weekly Times and 
Echo. A search of what appears to be the only remaining copy 
of the journal, a microfilm in the British Library, revealed that 
it had in fact been serialized between January and April 1903, 
and that became the copy text for this first book publication.
The novel is largely set in Canterbury. The truncated part 
published in New Zealand is primarily a satire on contem-
porary capitalism, with the title deriving from the reputa-
tion of the American capitalist J. P. [John Pierpont] Morgan 
(1837–1913). Thus “Morganeering” was commonly used at 
the time to describe “robber baron” capitalism. The continu-
ation, on the other hand, while set within the world satirized 
in the published part, depicts both the capitalist dystopia and 
a much better society.
In his unpublished biography, “Toward Utopia,” Charles 
Morgan Williams (1878–1970), who came to New Zealand in 
1902 and later became M.P. for Kaiapoi from 1935 to 1946, 
wrote of New Zealand, “I did not find it to be exactly a Uto-
pia, but it was a land of opportunity, and under the leader-
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ship of [John] Ballance, [William Pember] Reeves and [Rich-
ard] Seddon was leading the World in Social Reform.”2 And 
in the first extended description of New Zealand as a utopia, 
Mr Oseba’s Last Discovery (1904), the eponymous protagonist, 
an inhabitant of the centre of the earth, visits the surface in 
search of a good society, and, after many disappointments, fi-
nally finds New Zealand. The book is dedicated “To the Peo-
ple of New Zealand, the most advanced community among 
men.”3 Or as New Zealand: Islands of the Blest of the same pe-
riod put it, “New Zealand stands today as the Purest Democ-
racy on earth, not content with theorising, but reducing to 
practice every high principle of Democracy, and constituting 
herself a paradise for every citizen who is sober, and frugal, 
and industrious.”4 The three key words in that last phrase are 
central to a number of the reform movements of the time.
As these statements indicate, in the late nineteenth and 
early twentieth centuries, New Zealand was recognized as a 
world leader in economic and political reform, both for what 
had been achieved and for what seemed possible or what 
might be done in the future.5 The movements that led to this 
perception, all of which produced one or more New Zealand 
utopias,6 included socialism, particularly under the influence 
of Looking Backward; 2000–1887 (1888) by the American au-
thor Edward Bellamy (1850–1898); the single tax, as devel-
oped by the American theorist Henry George (1839–1897);7 
cooperation; land nationalization; currency reform; the fran-
chise for women; temperance and prohibition; and the place 
of New Zealand in world affairs, particularly its role in the 
British Empire.
Among the movements mentioned, Bickerton was con-
cerned with the various economic movements, with the ex-
ception of currency reform, the franchise, and, more broadly, 
women’s rights, and temperance and prohibition. In addition, 
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he was deeply interested in education and the relationship be-
tween religion and science.
Bickerton is unclear about when Morganeering was writ-
ten, but beginning in 1888, with the publication of Bellamy’s 
Looking Backward (1888), there was an upsurge in the publi-
cation of utopias, and, given the popularity of Looking Back-
ward in New Zealand, Morganeering was probably written 
during that period.8
In New Zealand, Looking Backward sold out quickly. 
“When that remarkable book ‘Looking Backward’ arrived in 
New Zealand, it was found that the supplies sent from home 
were inadequate, the booksellers clearing their stocks in a few 
days.”9 Local printers published at least three pirated editions, 
and it was serialised in the Canterbury Times in 1890.
An 1889 review of Looking Backward in Zealandia said, 
“[t]his is an excellent book. It is one of the very few modern 
works that it is a positive moral duty for all who profess to be 
thinking beings, or to have the slightest regard for their fel-
low creatures, to read.”10 An anonymous review in the New 
Zealand Tablet commented that everyone was talking about 
Looking Backward but then gave it a negative review, arguing 
that it was against human nature. A letter to the Editor by J. C. 
rejected this analysis and argued for the importance of the 
book.11 In an 1889 article in The Monthly Review, the reviewer 
placed Looking Backward in the New Zealand context, saying:
In New Zealand we may look upon ourselves as some 
steps in advance of the rest of the world in the right 
direction. Not only are our railways, telegraphs, and 
telephones in the hands of Government, but we have 
a Government Life Insurance Department; and State 
Farms, and also, it may be said, compulsory national 
insurance, are within the range of practical politics. It 
is to be hoped that relief from financial pressure may 
shortly enable us to feel a freedom in dealing with these 
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and other matters, which perhaps does not at present 
exist. Meanwhile, the circulation of Mr. Bellamy’s book 
throughout the country should do something to make it 
more easy to deal with them with the largeness of spirit 
which they require.12
In a piece entitled “The Altruistic State” in The Monthly 
Review John Ballance rejected the idea that the book was 
‘against human nature,’ arguing that Looking Backward was 
simply an amusing fantasy. He contended that while altruism 
was gaining ground, it would take centuries of active work at 
reform before it could fully win the day.13 Clearly Bickerton 
would have been familiar with this book, and we know that 
he had read other utopias.
Bickerton later reflected about his own utopian novel and 
its relationship to changing circumstances, saying:
I wrote a satirical burlesque on the triumph of the 
Trusts. I pictured the time when industrialism had be-
come supreme, a single capitalist had made bankrupt 
the states of the world. He wielded the universal scep-
tre as sole potentate, and had acted with that generosity 
that always so distinguished him and had given Ireland 
to be the home of the royalty and nobility of the world, 
and with equal liberality, had allowed them a sufficient 
income to keep up their Royal residences & retinues.
He then went on lament that what he had presented as the 
future was in the process of coming true:
This anticipation of the reign of industrialism, is now 
fulfilled, power is in the hands of a dozen great capi-
talists. Parliaments and their constitutional monarchs 
and their bureaucracies are all equally loyal servants to 
Mammon. The worship of wealth is the predominant 
religion. . . . A large section of the working man hope 
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to gain their ends by legislation, and capture the state. 
But with Mammon in power, monarchs or parliaments, 
or any form of state are but shadow things useful to the 
priests of mammon, to trot out for pageants or to use as 
scarecrows or stalking horses. But clearly they have no 
real power, no dominant authority.14
In the future depicted in the novel, all the world’s assets 
are held by one man, Wondergilt, who appoints another man 
to oversee the governance of the world. This man appoints 
his three sons to oversee Africa, Asia, and Europe and, since 
women in the novel’s society cannot hold such a position, he 
appoints his two daughters’ husbands to oversee America and 
Australasia. The novel focuses on Dora, who had married for 
love after rejecting the elderly man her father had chosen for 
her. Since her husband, who is the overseer of Australasia, is 
not the brightest of men, she makes most of the crucial deci-
sions. The key to the novel is that she is horrified by the cor-
ruption and immorality of capitalism and believes that peo-
ple should help each other rather than use each other. In this 
context Bickerton regularly refers to mutual aid, drawing on 
Peter Kropotkin’s argument that it, as opposed to the struggle 
for survival, is the engine of evolution.15
Morganeering is not a particularly good novel,16 though 
that is true of many utopias at the time. The continuation is 
better, even though (or perhaps because) Bickerton pulls out 
all the stops with adventure, romance, the near death of the 
heroine, and other clichéd plot elements. Most of the char-
acters, except for the heroine Dora, have names like Servile 
Crawley and Lord Littlebrain, And, as suggested by these and 
many other names, the novel’s satire can be heavy-handed.
Morganeering focuses on the devastating effects on the 
world of monopoly capitalism, a system endorsed by texts 
such as the “Catechism of Laissez Faire” and Wondergilt’s 
“Memoirs.” The protagonists also visit countries outside New 
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Zealand where they meet Wondergilt and other true believers 
in the new order and encounter the appalling conditions in 
which most of the world’s population live. Bickerton is clear 
about what he supports as well as what he opposes, and the 
novel presents his positive position through the discussion 
of a Dutch commune that was the last holdout against capi-
talism.17 Much of the positive material comes from presenta-
tions of their beliefs by a former member of the commune 
who is sent to New Zealand, while his wife and son are sent to 
China, when all its members are forcibly relocated.
In Morganeering, the commune is described as experimental:
we were slowly seeking for truth, and trying to practice 
the right. The ultimate form of our Federation, with its 
communal groups of almost equal wealth federated into 
a nation, was only reached after a great number of ex-
periments. Every mode of co-operative life was encour-
aged, and those that seemed the most successful in pro-
ducing happiness we investigated, to find the especial 
qualities that appeared to lead to success.  (107)
This experimental approach to social change is central to 
Bickerton’s outlook on life, and he repeatedly described the 
community he founded in Christchurch as an experiment.
In the fictional Dutch commune, every person, adult and 
child, had “equal rights to maintenance” (110). As a result, 
marriage was entirely free from economic considerations, 
and marriage options for women forms a major subtheme in 
the novel. In this community, divorce was rare, and, “[w]hen 
children lived in a group home, divorce was not severely felt.” 
Both men and women had many friends of both sexes, but 
this did not lead to licentiousness since everyone was edu-
cated about their bodies and, with birth control readily avail-
able, no unwanted children were born. Having learned how 
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to live a healthy life, people lived longer and the population 
stayed in balance.
These images contrast with the rest of the fictional world 
of the novel, where the literal worship of money has replaced 
all other religion. One of the rituals of the new religion is the 
ceremony of transmetalization in which gilt-covered plaster 
models are changed into solid gold. If they are stolen, another 
miracle occurs, and they change back to gilt. The thrust of 
the satire is, of course, aimed at the rituals of Christianity, but 
Bickerton’s own search for ways to reconcile his science with 
a growing dedication to the ethics of Christ is an important 
motif in his life and thought. The religion of the Dutch com-
mune offers one such reconciliation:
It was Christianity, but it was a religion of action in-
stead of profession. It substituted reality for sham, sin-
cerity for hypocrisy, and deeds for words. Our Christi-
anity and the ecclesiasticism of the same name that was 
practiced in the nineteenth century differed chiefly in 
the fact that we attempted to do what Jesus approved 
instead of what he condemned. It was the worship of 
altruism, of the Christ-like, of all that is divine in man, 
regulated by a profound reverence for truth. It was a 
religion that courted rather than feared enquiry; that 
loves light rather than darkness. It was a wakeful sci-
entific faith, instead of a lethargic ignorant credulity. 
Every new thought that enlarged its scope, or enriched 
its action, was welcomed instead of being repelled as a 
heresy, and stigmatised as blasphemous (122).
Just how Bickerton came to the beliefs that inform the novel 
is not entirely clear, but his experiences in London before he 
moved to New Zealand may provide some clues.
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Bickerton’s Life
Bickerton was born in Alton, Hampshire, on 2 January 1842 
and died in London on 22 January 1929.18 There were a num-
ber of twists and turns to his life story. Perhaps the most un-
likely was the fact that the son of a builder’s clerk and a farmer’s 
daughter, orphaned before he finished school, should become 
an internationally known, if not always respected, scientist, 
at a time when science education was close to non-existent 
in England. Bickerton did not do well in his early schooling, 
a fact that undoubtedly later influenced his advocacy for far-
reaching educational reform. His route toward science began 
when his uncle, under whose care he was placed when his 
parents died, found him a position in the carriage works of 
the Bristol and Exeter Railway in Bridgewater, with the in-
tent of his becoming an engineer. He later moved to another 
engineering office in London, but then suffered some sort of 
breakdown. After he recovered his health and, having come 
of age, received a small inheritance, he established a business 
based on improved woodworking machinery that he had in-
vented. The machinery was successful; the business was not.
Bickerton enrolled in science classes in London in the 
1860s and started teaching in Birmingham in 1866, at 
about the same time he married his first wife, Anne Phoebe, 
known as Phoebe.19 He then sat for exams for admission to 
the Royal School of Mines, preparing for the entrance exams 
while still teaching. He did exceptionally well and started 
classes at the Royal School of Mines in 1867. He then started 
teaching science classes for working men in London. These 
were so successful that, when the first classroom proved too 
small, his students transformed an old carriage factory into 
a new classroom by working on it after classes ended for 
the day. He spent so much time organizing and teaching the 
classes that he was told that he would lose his grant at the 
Royal School of Mines, but he did so well in that year’s final 
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exams that the threat was dropped. Even at this early date, 
he provoked controversy.20
In 1870, after finishing at the Royal School, he accepted 
a teaching position at the Hadley Institute in Southampton, 
which included an appointment as analyst (forensic scientist) 
for the Isle of Wight and the Southampton area providing 
chemical analysis for the courts. He taught at the Institute un-
til 1873, when, frustrated with the Institute’s bureaucracy, he 
asked his professors at the School of Mines to help him find 
another position.21 He was offered professorships in Australia, 
Canada, England, and Japan as well as at Canterbury College, 
whose offer he accepted, in part because he was allowed to 
bring his assistant, George Gray, with him. From 1874, when 
he took up his post as the first professor at the new Canter-
bury College, until 1902 when he was fired, he was a major 
figure in the life of Christchurch. And from 1902 until he 
returned to England in 1910, he ran an enormously popular 
pleasure park, known as Wainoni, on the grounds of his home 
in Christchurch. 
Bickerton’s appointment specified that he was to teach 
“chemistry as applied to agriculture, arts and manufactures, 
but also mineralogy and electricity.”22 In addition, he was to 
do analysis for the police and courts, for which he was paid 
separately, and not to “take private pupils or engage in private 
practice.”23 But since there was no one else teaching science, 
he taught physics, which he argued came under “electricity” 
anyway. He also taught geography,24 and he was later criticised 
for teaching subjects he was not hired to teach.25 Bickerton 
was also an inventor,26 a proponent of educational reform, 
particularly in the teaching of science at all levels, and more 
than a bit of a showman.
When Bickerton arrived in Christchurch, he discovered 
that he had few students because science was not then taught 
in New Zealand schools,27 and although he had been hired to 
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add science to the curriculum, Canterbury College did not 
yet have any buildings at all so he did not have a classroom 
or a laboratory either. To remedy the problem of the lack of 
students, Bickerton wrote textbooks for teaching elementary 
science in schools,28 invented equipment that teachers could 
use to demonstrate basic science, such as “A Model to illus-
trate the Motions, the Kinetics, and the Phenomena of the 
Earth, and the Laws of Resultant Motion” and “A Balance-
beam to use for Chemical and Physical Experiments,” and 
worked with the teachers, most of whom knew little science. 
Letters from teachers attest to the success of the textbooks 
and the equipment.29
To solve the problem of having nowhere to teach, he started 
giving public lectures in the Oddfellows Hall in Christchurch. 
By all accounts he was a brilliant lecturer, and his lectures at-
tracted hundreds of people, with some businesses encourag-
ing their employees to attend because Bickerton was teaching 
subjects such as chemistry and geology that were becoming 
necessary in manufacturing.
When he started teaching on campus in 1877, his class-
room was a ‘temporary’ shelter called the “Tin Shed” which 
was used for forty years.30 Bickerton was an inspiring teacher, 
although, according to his students, he was easily led off into 
tangents rather than sticking closely to the syllabus. A former 
undergraduate student of Bickerton’s wrote in an obituary that 
“Professor Bickerton was much more than a professor to the 
students; he was a warm-hearted and helpful friend.” There 
were no social activities organised on campus, so students 
were invited to the Bickertons’, and the student recalled that 
“His house [Wainoni] was always open to the student, and 
for long it was the regular custom for his colleague, Professor 
Macmillan Brown, to take three or four students for a walk on 
Sunday afternoons, winding up at Wainoni for afternoon tea 
and gossip.” Bickerton then built a theatre as an annex to the 
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house, and there were many students involved in the theatre.31 
Another article reported that students at the College, “squab-
ble as they may over their other teachers, … all agree in devo-
tion to the altruistic autocrat of the science room.”32
His most famous student was Ernest Rutherford,33 who al-
ways said that Bickerton had provided the impetus for him 
to study science. In addition, the journalist and hygiene cam-
paigner Ettie Rout34 always claimed that Bickerton was one of 
her inspirations. Rout remained very close to him, and, ac-
cording to Jane Tolerton’s biography, she euthanized Bickerton 
at his request when his cancer became too painful to endure.35
Bickerton was always a thorn in the side of the conserva-
tive Board of Governors of Canterbury College, 36 whose nar-
row view of education did not include professors advocating 
for reform of the university, giving popular public lectures to 
hundreds of local citizens, or writing letters to the editors on 
the rights of women, socialism, sexual freedom, and religion 
in relation to science. In addition, Bickerton founded an inten-
tional community that, as with many such communities, pro-
voked lurid stories about its reputed goings-on. Bickerton was 
also involved in a range of political activities in Christchurch, 
founding a successful club for working men and women,37 
serving briefly on the Christchurch City Council, and serving 
three years as President of the Tailoresses and Pressers Union. 
He also helped found the local Esperanto Society, comment-
ing that “This new tongue seems to me to be one of the great-
est achievements of human genius.”38 Among national issues, 
he was concerned with the adulteration of food and the poor 
New Zealand legislation on the subject, law that was amended 
in part due to his agitation.39
In 1895, three members of the Board of Governors, who 
were appointed for life and chose their own replacements, 
constituted themselves as a committee to investigate Bick-
erton, drew up a report, and recommended that he be fired. 
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The claims in the report were demonstrably false. Bickerton 
responded, judiciously pointing out the errors, and the mem-
bers of the Board (presumably including its authors) unani-
mously rejected their own report.
In his response, Bickerton, who reported that he had been 
told that his newspaper articles were the problem, defended 
himself, saying that the “evils” of the world could be cor-
rected. “If I believe I see the remedy by simple evolution, 
without force, legislation or spoilation [sic], simply by the 
voluntary desire of the individual to live the true human life 
as pictured by Christ, surely I would be a traitor to my scien-
tific training if I did not try, in the public papers, to teach the 
people the better way.”40 He then goes on to say that he never 
“intruded” these ideas into his classes and never in any way 
used his own books in class.
In 1902 the same Board members again constituted them-
selves as a committee and drew up a new report which once 
more recommended he be fired. Bickerton responded less 
temperately than before and published his response as Per-
ils of a Pioneer (1902), accusing some members of the Board, 
justly, of bias and prejudice. He asserted that what was wanted 
by the Board was
a poor, patient, plodding, mild-eyed mediocratic cram-
mer—one of those who clip the wings of genius and 
teach it how to crawl, not knowing, simple souls, that 
genius, pinion plucked, is really robbed of all.
Of course a medieval institution should be a place of 
dignified repose, not of strenuous work; a place of pe-
dantic calm, not of original discovery; a place where the 
essay-scribbling, paper-spoiling dunce is crammed and 
trained until he really can express no sense at all in truly 
splendid prose—not a place where the bright gems of 
earth are cut and polished and set into perfect diadems 
of shining scientific investigators.41
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This time he was fired.42 He was faulted for giving popular 
public lectures to audiences of hundreds, teaching science 
to girls at the Christchurch Girl’s High School (the girls then 
took classes at the College), and suggesting that the College 
curriculum was old-fashioned and out of date. But the real 
reasons appear to have been that he was a socialist, an advo-
cate of gender equality, an objector to the institution of mar-
riage, and the author of hundreds of letters to newspapers on 
these subjects.
After Bickerton was fired, he turned his property, locat-
ed near what is now the intersection of Wainoni Road and 
Bickerton Street, into an immensely popular pleasure park. 
The citizens of Christchurch flocked to it by tram or river, 
and at its height it took in £400 a day, a huge amount at the 
time. From 1903 to 1914 there were “Merry go rounds, side 
shows, shooting galleries, rowing, skating rink, social hall for 
dances, walk ways, Aunt Sallies,43 gala days, baby shows, re-
freshment stores, three-penny and six-penny tea rooms, an 
amphitheatre that held 7000 people, open air concerts, sand 
weaving, Punch and Judy, magic shows, Indian club swing-
ing, boxing, brass bands, gymnastics displays, ocean waves, 
glass blowing, art gallery, planetarium, begonia house, fern-
ery, conservatory, aquariums.”44 There was a cycle path and 
a “Cyclists’ Church” where people who cycled to Wainoni 
met for a “service” that appears to have consisted primarily 
of lectures and discussions.45 But after Bickerton left in 1910, 
Wainoni slowly lost its appeal and began losing money, in 
part because film theatres had opened in Christchurch, pro-
viding a new form of entertainment. The property was sold in 
1914 and the house was demolished in 1964.46
Between 1902 and 1910 while Bickerton remained in 
Christchurch, he also developed and distributed various 
“remedies” that supposedly cured a wide variety of ailments 
and appeared to work for some people.47 And he wrote pam-
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phlets on health issues and established a sanatorium, run by 
his son-in-law who was a doctor, for patients with tuberculo-
sis, or what was then called consumption.
But his apparent success in Christchurch did not satisfy 
Bickerton because he believed that if he were able to travel 
to London, he could convince eminent scientists that his cos-
mological theories on “partial impact” were correct. Money 
was raised, mostly by the union movement, and he went to 
London in July 1910. He failed to convince the scientists and, 
with Wainoni gradually failing, struggled to make ends meet. 
Many of his begging letters survive. After the death of his wife 
Phoebe, who had remained in Christchurch, Bickerton, at 79, 
asked Mary (Mollie or Molly) Wilkinson, a woman who, Jane 
Tolerton suggests, had been his lover at Wainoni,48 to join him 
in London, and they married shortly after her arrival. Ettie 
Rout and her husband witnessed the ceremony.
Within Bickerton’s lifetime, evidence began to emerge that 
his theory of partial impact, at least as narrowly conceived, 
was, in fact, a correct explanation of how some new stars form. 
As a result, in August 1928 the university appointed him as 
a Professor Emeritus without pay,49 and the next month the 
New Zealand government provided him with a pension of 
£120 a year.50 After his death the following January, Ettie Rout 
sent his ashes back to New Zealand, and, following consid-
erable controversy and debate, the ashes were interred in a 
column in a university building (now part of the Arts Centre) 
with a plaque marking the spot. There was quite a remarkable 
amount of hypocrisy displayed by the university authorities 
and the members of the Board during the debate over wheth-
er or not to honour Bickerton’s wishes to be interred in the 
college.
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Alexander Bickerton, c. 1905 
(Courtesy of Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, NZ, Ref: 1/2-038594-F).
Issues of Importance to Bickerton
As the subjects he taught indicate, Bickerton was something 
of a polymath, with interests ranging well beyond the scienc-
es. In addition to the cosmological theory of partial impact, 
which became his primary focus, he was concerned, as were 
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many others at the time, with the relationship between reli-
gion and science and, in particular, with the role evolution 
played in the debate. Since Bickerton was both a Darwinian 
and a believing Christian, these issues were very important 
to him. Also, undoubtedly as a result of his classes in London 
teaching the working poor, he was deeply concerned with eco-
nomic reform and specifically with the economic and social 
roles of women, which he connected with both his approach to 
evolution and his arguments for educational reform. Finally, 
like many others who teach at universities, he was concerned 
with the inadequate education that his students had received 
before reaching university, and he was outspoken about what 
he considered to be the poor quality of education they were 
receiving at Canterbury College.
Partial Impact
Overwhelmingly Bickerton’s publications were scientific and 
most of these publications were about what he and others 
called “partial impact,” but which he sometimes labeled “con-
structive impact” or “constructive collision.” Partial impact 
became central to Bickerton’s thought and life, and since the 
tools necessary to confirm or deny his ideas were only just be-
ing developed, he elaborated it into a comprehensive cosmo-
logical theory based almost entirely on deduction rather than 
observation or other evidence.
It is not clear when Bickerton first developed the idea, but 
he spoke of it as early as 1878.51 In 1878 and 1879 he sent fif-
teen letters on partial impact to Nature, a series that he hoped 
would be published in weekly issues. None were published, 
so in 1879 he published them himself as a collection.52 His 
basic idea was that stars sometimes collide in such a way that 
part of one or both will form a new star. Bickerton wrote that 
“a slight graze will not stop the main portions of the collid-
ing stars, nor appreciably affect their velocities. The grazing 
parts will simply be sheared off; will largely destroy each oth-
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er’s momentum and convert this energy of mass-motion into 
heat; and by the coalescence of the sheared parts a third body 
will be produced between the two original bodies.”53 If he had 
left it at that, his ideas might well have found acceptance fairly 
early because in 1898 the first appearance of the star Nova 
Auriga showed that such an event had probably occurred.54
Bickerton regularly complained about the reluctance of 
scientists to accept generalizations.55 In a letter to Rutherford 
dated 19 August 1920, Bickerton wrote, “I am told that offi-
cial astronomers admit that if my theory of Novae stood alone 
it would be accepted, but my work is too big altogether. Re-
ally my theory of the origin of the Galactic system is as well 
founded as that of Nova.”56 But Bickerton refused to compro-
mise. He believed that the scientific community had to accept 
all the conclusions he drew about the formation and nature of 
the universe, and he used every opportunity, including a 1913 
London “All Blacks Ball” attended by the New Zealand High 
Commissioner, Sir James Allen, to try to convince important 
people to support him.57
In addition to the actual creation of new stars through 
impact, one other aspect of his theory came to be influen-
tial: his rejection of the dominant theory of the time, Wil-
liam Thomson, Lord Kelvin’s argument that the universe was 
shrinking.58 Bickerton believed that the universe was in a sta-
ble state. Astronomers now believe the universe is expanding, 
but the fact that Bickerton had shown one of the most impor-
tant scientists of the time to be wrong and that he was proven 
right about partial impact, if not about his cosmological the-
ory, suggests that he was a better scientist than his reputation 
today would imply.
Religion
During much of Bickerton’s lifetime, the relationship between 
science and religion was fraught, with many in the religious 
establishment, including members of the Canterbury College 
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Board of Governors chaired by the bishop, rejecting evolution 
and regarding religion and science as incommensurate. Bick-
erton believed, and argued publicly, that they were completely 
compatible, claiming that “The conflict between Religion and 
Science is over.”59 In 1927, reflecting on the two-minute si-
lence observed on Armistice Day at the eleventh minute of the 
eleventh day of the eleventh month to honour those killed in 
World War I, he wrote that one should understand God, “By 
knowing the grandeur and beauty of his works. By the basic 
study of Science.”60 He called himself a “scientific Christian,”61 
and said that he found his Christian beliefs strengthened by 
his scientific work, including his acceptance of evolution. He 
also argued that his ethical, political, and social beliefs re-
flected the teachings of Christ. In his own mind, science and 
ethics were intertwined, and in a draft of an undated letter 
to a Mrs. Lindsay, he wrote that his “physical studies made 
me a firm believer in the teachings of Christ.”62 He then went 
on to say that he considered love and mutual aid the driving 
forces of evolution.63 The stability of the universe was basic to 
Bickerton’s religious beliefs, and having proved in his critique 
of Lord Kelvin that the universe was not running down, he 
wrote to Mrs. Lindsay that “The scheme of things appears to 
be infinite, eternal and flawless.”64
Bickerton published little directly related to his religious 
beliefs, with only two pamphlets on explicitly Christian topics. 
The Calling of St. Matthew (1897) presents Christ associating 
with social outcasts, a common theme in the New Testament 
that was generally ignored within the church although philan-
thropy and social welfare were beginning to become a cause 
among church critics.65 Old Grind’s Christmas Eves (1898) pre-
sents a version of Charles Dickens’s A Christmas Carol (1843) 
in which the Scrooge figure, a money-lender and tenement 
landlord named Simon Grindwell, is redeemed by a poor lit-
tle injured match-girl who turns out to be his granddaughter. 
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A key passage describes Old Grind’s epiphany when he hears 
a man talking about Christmas, a man he perceives as one of 
those “beginning to teach the religion of the real; showing the 
beauty of the Christian Life when swept clear of credulity and 
superstition. He was tracing the effect of a life of love, of the 
true joy of a generous spirit.”66 This also fits with Bickerton’s be-
lief that religion had the greatest potential for bringing about 
positive social change. As he put it in 1899, “Mankind dislikes 
change, and it is only under the inspiration of a religious im-
pulse that any great change is possible, and I have an absolute 
faith that such an impulse is surging through mankind.”67
In one of a series of letters to the Lyttelton Times in 1898, 
Bickerton recounted that while he was teaching large classes 
of working men in London, he visited them in their homes 
and became aware of poverty. As he sought for an answer to 
this issue, he was first converted to progressive taxation, then 
to land nationalisation, and then to State Socialism. But he 
finally found his answer in Christianity, with Christ’s descrip-
tion of “the Kingdom of Heaven,—a state in which no one 
lacks anything because no one owns anything; in which [of] 
nought do we say ‘mine’ or ‘thine,’ but of all we say ‘ours;’ a 
state in which there is no law, because love is supreme.”68 And 
in the draft letter to Mrs. Lindsay he says that the task ahead 
is to demonstrate the scientific truth of Christ’s ideal: “The 
only thing needed is an ideal. It exists in the unadulterated 
teachings of Christ. We have only to show scientifically that 
his supreme ideal is the true political economy, the true so-
ciology, the true basis of eugenics, the only mode of life con-
sonant with the true impulses of humanity.”69 Throughout his 
life Bickerton searched for ways to implement this vision.
Economic Reform
Bickerton was often not entirely clear about where he stood 
on economic policies, having considered most of the cur-
rent modes of reform before he ended up, as he related, with 
Morganeeringxxx
the ethics of Christ. Nevertheless, Bickerton appears to have 
practised his beliefs. Ted Howard wrote that “Money to the 
Professor was merely metal disks. In those days we had a vast 
army of unemployed, and the professor’s hand never ceased 
to go to his pocket so long as there was a disc there and a 
hungry man wanted it.”70
Bickerton was optimistic that science combined with bet-
ter social organization would lead to a better, more prosper-
ous future. “This, then, is the outlook of the coming century,” 
he wrote, “a productiveness so wonderful that all may have 
plenty and leisure, science showing us that we are not to fight 
the evils of the world, but to avoid them, and allow then to 
die of neglect. On every side, countless willing workers, fear-
ing neither the difficulties nor the dangers, are waiting the in-
spired word that shall show them the road to salvation.”71 And 
in 1913 he asserted that “With the productive possibilities of 
the present, there is no economic problem.… The problem 
is how to avoid waste and how to distribute.”72 In 1920, in 
a lecture he gave at the International New Thought Alliance 
in London, he proclaimed, “I do absolutely believe were we, 
merely in the Spirit of Love to work through Truth, and uti-
lize these productive possibilities to their fullest extent, in less 
than one year there need not be a single human being on the 
entire face of the globe who would not have reasonable shel-
ter, clothing and food,”73 concluding that “[w]ith peace the 
possibility of universal plenty is ours.”74
Such statements are more than a little naïve and vague. The 
most direct evidence we have of Bickerton’s economic beliefs 
is found in his attempt to establish an intentional community 
and in his novel Morganeering. One constant, clearly the re-
sult of his London experience, was his strong support for the 
labour movement, but even on that point he was most con-
cerned to provide workers with better training so that they 
could improve their prospects. Throughout his writings, his 
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activities as an educationist, and his Wainoni experiment, he 
remained aware of the need for economic reform and, in par-
ticular, for solutions to the problems faced by women.
Rights for Womens
One of the main themes of Morganeering is the institution of 
marriage. In a lengthy correspondence in 1899 in the Lyttelton 
Times under the general title “The Immorality of Marriage,” 
Bickerton offered a sustained attack on marriage, and his po-
sition was in turn both attacked and defended by others. He 
also wrote a long poem, “The Wedded Wife,” published only 
in a limited number of “proof ” copies, that referred to “the 
lamentations of a lost soul, driven mad by the loathsomeness 
of a life of mercenary marriage.”75 Bickerton’s concerns about 
marriage were based on his oft-repeated belief that gender 
inequality was bad for everybody. No evidence of how such 
beliefs influenced his own relationships survives.
Bickerton believed that contemporary marriage was, for a 
woman, a crucial career move, one in which she sold herself 
to the highest bidder, whatever his ethical character or physi-
cal desirability. In exchange for sex, childbearing, parenting 
and housekeeping, she received lifetime support. Since she 
could not earn her own living by working, marriage was her 
only choice, and if she were to make the mistake of falling in 
love with a poor man, she had no choice but to forego love 
for money.
Therefore, Bickerton argued, a way had to be found to make 
women economically independent. “The suggestions I make,” 
he wrote, “are that all women shall be financially free, not 
needing to sell themselves for food, shelter or position; that 
all women be so instructed that no unwilling maternity need 
occur.” Women should be educated so that they could earn 
their own living, and he argued for cooperative housekeep-
ing, with housework being remunerated in money or in food 
and lodging. Although Bickerton does not develop the idea, 
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child care would presumably operate the same way.76 Under 
these circumstances there would be no penalty for marrying 
for love, a goal that was particularly important to Bickerton.
However it was to be achieved, the economic independ-
ence of women would mean that women could marry the 
best man, by which, although he would not discount physi-
cal attraction, he meant the most intelligent and moral man, 
not the richest, with eugenically positive results. He wrote, 
“The most striking human sex peculiarity, the most unique 
characteristic of the whole organic world, is the fastidiously 
selective passionate love of woman. On the proper use of 
this faculty the progress of the race absolutely depends, as 
woman, in the satisfaction of her love, is the purest being in 
existence.”77 If mistakes were made, which would be rare but 
might happen, divorce should be easy. By marrying the best 
men, women would produce better children who would in 
turn produce better children, and so on. They would also 
produce fewer children because birth control and sexual ed-
ucation would be readily available. With the exception of the 
eugenic argument, many at the time, such as H. G. Wells, also 
contended that women should be able to earn a living and 
have access to effective birth control.
Educational Reform
As a teacher who took his teaching very seriously, Bickerton 
championed educational reform in England, throughout his 
time in New Zealand, and as part of the mechanism for bring-
ing about the changes proposed in Morganeering. According 
to the Labour M.P. E. J. “Ted” Howard,78 when Bickerton was 
boarding the ship for England his parting words were “Never 
mind politics, Howard, let Labour capture the educational in-
stitutions, that’s where the weakness is.”79
Educational reform is a minor topic in Morganeering, 
mostly through discussions of education in the Dutch com-
mune, but it played an important role in Bickerton’s life. His 
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criticism of the education provided in Christchurch, for in-
stance, helped bring about his firing. Since the Board of Gov-
ernors controlled the Museum, the Public Library, and the 
Boys and Girls High Schools as well as the College, Bicker-
ton’s attacks on secondary science teaching and on the quality 
of education at Canterbury College were also criticisms of the 
Board’s leadership.
As early as 28 October 1874, only months after arriving 
in Christchurch, Bickerton had given a lecture at the Philo-
sophical Institute of Canterbury outlining a far-reaching 
scheme for reforming New Zealand’s educational system. In 
1877, “An Act to make further Provision for the Education 
of the People of New Zealand” (short title “The Education 
Act, 1877”) was passed.80 While there is no direct evidence 
of Bickerton’s influence on the legislation, his proposals for 
significant reform came only a few years before such reforms 
were put into place.81
In his lecture, Bickerton said that “It should … be the duty 
of the State to see that every child has a sufficient education” 
and that to do this “all elementary schools should be free, 
and the attendance at some school compulsory.”82 He con-
cluded that the proposals he made “would give a constant 
incentive to exertion on the part of all concerned; would give 
every child a fair education; all those who choose to pay for 
it a good education, and by the system of exhibitions, would 
enable the poorest boy to obtain the highest educational 
advantages if he was possessed of industry and capacity.”83 
“I consider a complete system of education,” he continued, 
“should consist of the following:—Infant schools, elemen-
tary schools, advanced schools, colleges, an examining body 
(the University), and training college for masters.”84 Infant 
schools should be designed primarily to amuse and inter-
est the child,85 and in elementary schools, significant time 
should be allotted to exercise.86
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Both Bickerton’s lecture and the new law specified that 
where fees were required, there should be scholarships so that 
more students would have the possibility of further education. 
Bickerton specified that such scholarships should be available 
from elementary school through university with fellowships 
available that would allow the best university students to as-
sist in research or do original research themselves.87 Making 
such opportunities available for the best undergraduates and 
graduates to conduct original research was very important to 
Bickerton and a practice from which Rutherford, among oth-
ers, clearly benefitted.
Bickerton also proposed advanced schools that charged 
fees, with scholarships available and with admission con-
trolled by an entrance exam.88 He also proposed freely-avail-
able evening classes, something that was also provided for in 
the law. The next stage was what Bickerton called a three-year 
college, which he says should have a museum and be near a 
hospital.89 Arguing that sport helped build school unity, Bick-
erton also noted that colleges should have at least one hun-
dred acres available for recreation and sporting grounds and, 
if possible, be near a river.90 Evening courses, which he says 
might be somewhat simplified, should also be available.91
In 1881 Bickerton gave a lecture on university reform at 
Canterbury College in which he argued, quoting eminent 
English and German scholars, that universities had lost their 
way and become focused on tests rather than learning. Stress-
ing verbal memory rather than recollection and research, he 
went on, was the main reason that schools failed to identify 
and encourage the best students.92 The university “must take 
the lead in all matters relating to education and knowledge; 
and … it should be especially an institution for the conserva-
tion and development of the arts and sciences.”93 It must have 
good libraries and museums, and all the teachers “would be 
original investigators” to inspire student creativity.94 And, not 
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surprisingly, he contended that teaching science was the best 
way to inspire such creativity because science taught people 
how to think.95 Bickerton also argued, very much against the 
orthodoxy of the day, that making particular subjects com-
pulsory is bad both for the students and for the subjects. He 
specifically instanced Latin and mathematics, both of which 
were compulsory at Canterbury.96
Bickerton’s resistance to compulsory learning was reflected 
in other aspects of his life, with commentators frequently not-
ing his opposition to all rules.97 He once wrote, “There must 
be no petty by-laws and fixed rules. The life must be free and 
joyous, guided by the noble motive of enriching the life of all 
within the home, not to make people enjoy life as you yourself 
would have it, but as far as possible as each one would have 
it.”98 Naturally, Bickerton believed that a social system where 
everyone could enjoy life as they desired would require major 
economic and social reform.
Bickerton’s Communal Experiment
Putting his ideas for reform into practice, Bickerton estab-
lished what he called a “Federative Home” on his own prop-
erty, purchased in 1880 and then known as Tahuna Park, a 
name he subsequently changed to Wainoni, from the Māori 
word for “bend in the river.” The community appears to have 
opened in the mid-1890s.
The experiment was based on Bickerton’s idea that “All 
who desire man’s welfare—no matter what creed, what philo-
sophic school, what political party—should unite to gain co-
herence, to obtain mutual support; letting each follow his own 
bent absolutely—be it religious, ethical or political; helping 
one another when work runs together; and never opposing,”99 
and noting that large groups, not small families would be 
needed for this. The advantages of such an arrangement are 
that “When families thus federate, the water supply and the 
gas works, the tram and the telephone, will be municipalised; 
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the railways, the post and the telegraph will be nationalised; 
trusts, syndicates and combines will obviously be adminis-
tered by the state for the public weal; and land will become the 
inalienable birthright of the entire people.”100 He further sug-
gested a network of federative homes, so that different com-
munities could experiment with different arrangements and 
so that people could move from community to community if 
they found one not to their liking.101
Bickerton presented the federative home at Wainoni as a 
social experiment,102 saying that changing human social or-
ganization “is difficult, very difficult. Difficult in itself, but the 
task is hedged about by conventional custom and the hedge is 
spiny with prejudices and the spines envenomed with vested 
interests, with intolerance, with bigotry, and with envy, hatred 
and all uncharitableness. But friends, spread the light; error 
may die hard, yet it is possible to kill it, whilst the truth is 
immortal.”103 In an 1899 article in the Canterbury Times he 
described looking upon the community at Wainoni “chiefly as 
a school in which to learn what is needed for success.”104
At the time Wainoni was most often called a commune, 
which most scholars today would term an intentional com-
munity, but it was closer to the cooperative housekeeping 
model, which was a popular movement in the late nineteenth 
and early twentieth centuries. It was inspired at least in part by 
the growing problem that fewer and fewer people were will-
ing to be domestic staff at a time when most middle-class and 
upper-class homes required one or more servants.105 The solu-
tions to “the servant problem,” as it was called, ranged from 
the technological, a route often adopted but one that also gave 
rise to much satire,106 to making housekeeping a recognized 
and honored profession,107 to radical reconstructions of so-
ciety that would lead to both men and women changing the 
way they lived.108 The Federative Home was a modest move in 
the direction of greater gender equality in domestic matters.
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Bickerton described their model of cooperative housekeep-
ing as one in which “[o]ur domestic duties are discharged on 
the principle that everybody should do whatever he or she 
likes best.109 No one says to another ‘You must do this,’ or even 
‘You ought to do it.’ There is no friction, yet everything is done 
properly and well. The whole system in the house going on 
from day to day with the utmost smoothness and regularity. 
The only thing approaching a regulation is a time-table of 
daily duties.”110 In the dining room “There is no ‘head of the 
table,’ and no one can claim any particular seat. The serving 
is done voluntarily, each attending to the others.… When the 
meal is over many hands make light work in ‘clearing away.’ 
Every kind of dish that has been used must be placed in the 
spot specially assigned for it, as by this means the trouble to 
the ‘washer-up’ is minimised.”111 There are some reports that 
it did not in fact work this smoothly, but I am unaware of 
any evidence from members other than Bickerton, who, in 
one unpublished essay, wrote, “In starting such a home, facts 
must be faced. The small envies and jealousies, the feeling of 
the degrading character of labour, the fastidious likes and dis-
likes, and all the mean emotions evolved by our present life of 
mammon worship, must all be reckoned on, and care taken 
to provide against the quarrels and bickering ensuing from 
the indulgence of such emotions.”112 For Bickerton, the great-
est problem stemmed from family selfishness, with mothers 
keeping the children from working for the community and 
families only concerned with what benefitted them rather 
than others.113
The dining hall also served as a theatre, and its roof was a 
promenade. There was an orchard with peaches, apricots, and 
nectarines, gardens, terraces, and a vinery forty-five feet long 
and more than twenty feet high that served as a winter garden. 
A pamphlet reprinting an article from the Canterbury Times 
described daily activities at the community: “In everything 
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there is as little departure as possible from the ordinary home 
life; families may have their separate residences, and often do 
so, there being a common kitchen, laundry, dining and recep-
tion rooms, and a common social life. Members or associates 
may join bands, glee clubs, carving and drawing classes, and 
attend the social evenings.”114 The author Edith Searle Gross-
man, who visited the community in 1899, describes having 
tea in the dining room accompanied by a group playing three 
violins and a piano.115 In addition, there were plans for facili-
ties for childcare, and there was one large building of eight 
rooms where the boys lived.116
This last structure was built of “carbo-celluloid,” a form of 
architecture Bickerton invented. To provide housing for his 
community, he came up with carbo-celluloid buildings that 
cost much less than wooden houses, and while, “ugly at pre-
sent,” they were intended to be “hidden in greenery.”117 In an 
unpublished statement about the houses, he wrote, “The build-
ing of the paper houses requires intelligence, but no special 
training,… and this trade will doubtless constitute a valuable 
asset to the Federation in the matter of profitable occupation.”118 
These buildings particularly impressed Edith Searle Gross-
man.119 There was also a house in the city and a “cottage by the 
sea,” both of which were available to members.120
While most members worked in Christchurch rather than 
at Wainoni, and occasional labor was hired for heavy work 
in building and in the gardens,121 some effort was made to 
provide work in the community, with the manufacture of 
the paper houses, wood-carving, and photography,122 plus 
a fireworks factory—that lasted long after the community’s 
demise123—that also produced ships’ signal lights.124 Mem-
bers of the community were also reported as manufacturing 
“effervescent fruit powders for summer drinks.”125 The fire-
works factory and the photography were the work of Bick-
erton’s sons, one of whom also ran an artist’s studio. Some 
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women worked in the house and gardens, mostly in exchange 
for room and board. Bickerton is quoted as saying that at the 
beginning they tried to have servants, adding without further 
explanation that this did not work, although some domestic 
staff were hired on a temporary basis.126
Postcard showing the visitors’ entrance to Wainoni Park.
Conclusion
There are significant gaps regarding Bickerton’s life and 
thought. These gaps aside, Bickerton was clearly a polymath, 
an inspiring teacher whose students generally did very well 
in their exams, a much better scientist than he is generally 
credited with being, an advocate for women, and a dedi-
cated troublemaker.
As soon as he arrived, Bickerton became a central figure 
in the life of Christchurch. He was deeply involved in the 
Australasian science community; he was active politically; 
he was involved in education at all levels in that, in addition 
to his own teaching, he developed tools for teaching science 
teaching in schools and advocated for more and better sci-
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ence teaching in New Zealand; his public lectures brought 
him into contact with the business community; his work as 
an analyst brought him into contact with the legal commu-
nity; and his many, many letters to editors made the general 
public aware of him. After he was fired, he remained involved 
in the Christchurch community and continued to write let-
ters to the editor, but now more often about partial impact 
than about social issues. Wainoni was a very popular feature 
in the lives of the people; and he remained involved politi-
cally and in many other ways. While his local impact is clear, 
there is little evidence about his national influence. 
His obsession with partial impact and the cosmological 
theories he derived from it clearly undermined his influence 
in scientific circles and his unwavering focus on the sub-
ject was also detrimental to his role as a gadfly in the life of 
Christchurch. And, of course, leaving Christchurch for Lon-
don ended most of his influence in New Zealand. He was 
honored by Parliament and the university when it became 
clear that he had been right about the fundamentals of partial 
impact, but by then he was near the end of his life.
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Note on the Text
There are three extant versions of Morganeering as well as one 
or two versions that do not appear to have survived. The title-
page of the published novel states that it was written in the 
1880s, but the work also lists three of Bickerton’s other publi-
cations dated 1894, 1898, and 1901, so we can be certain that 
the publication was no earlier than 1901, although it may or 
may not have been revised from the original 1880s work. An 
undated synopsis of Morganeering, not by Bickerton, men-
tions that a fragment was published in England “As Capital-
ism has now gone so far on the road mapped out,” but with no 
indication of where or when it appeared in print.127
The extant versions are, in chronological order, Morganeer-
ing Or, The Triumph of the Trust. A Fragment of a Satirical Bur-
lesque on the Worship of Wealth (c. 1901), a published volume, 
which breaks off mid-sentence,128 “Morganeering Or, The Tri-
umph of the Trust” published in the Weekly Times and Echo of 
London between January and April of 1903, which survives as 
microfilm in the British Library, and a typescript that begins 
by repeating the last page of the published volume.129 
The typescript has been corrected by hand in pencil, and in 
parts there are notes suggesting further revision, one of which 
was apparently added well after the original was written, since 
it observes that the approach taken in the paragraph is out 
of date. We do not know whose hand added the corrections, 
but there was a period in London after 1910 when Bickerton, 
deeply concerned about his finances, jotted down many ideas 
for potential publications that he hoped would make money. 
It is possible that he chose to correct Morganeering at that 
time. A note on the reverse of a page of the typescript refers 
to the Weekly Times and Echo version to check the wording.
I have used the Weekly Times and Echo version as the copy-
text, comparing it to the other two versions, particularly the 
typescript given that it appears to reflect Bickerton’s later 
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thought on the book with variations identified in the notes. 
The Weekly Times and Echo version has thirty-seven chapters 
while the typescript has thirty-six chapters with one num-
ber repeated, and there are some differences of title. And the 
Weekly Times and Echo version has problems, with, for ex-
ample, some missing or repeated chapter headings. In such 
cases, where possible, I have followed the typescript, with the 
variation identified in the notes.
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Endnotes to Introduction
1 See the Note on the Text for information on the texts and the problem 
of  dating.
2 Charles Morgan Williams, “Toward Utopia.” Canterbury Museum 
Ms. Folder 1183 60/63, [p. 1]. Balance (1839–1893) was Prime Minister 
from 1891 to 1893; Seddon (1845–1906) was Prime Minister from 1893 
to 1906; and Reeves (1857–1932) was a successful newspaper editor and 
politician and in Cabinet worked for both education and labour reform.
3 Geo[rge William] Bell, Mr. Oseba’s Last Discovery (Wellington: The New 
Zealand Times, 1904), iii.
4 P. J. Power, New Zealand: Islands of  the Blest (Dungarvan, Waterford, 
Ireland: Munter, 1908), 9.
5 Much was written about these experiments and their usefulness for 
other countries. And political leaders spoke favourably of  the New 
Zealand experiments; for example, in 1938 Clement Attlee (1883–1967), 
then Leader of  the Parliamentary Labour Party in Great Britain, later 
Prime Minister (1945–1951), wrote, “We in this country have for many 
years regarded New Zealand as a laboratory of  social experiment.” “[In-
troduction],” John A. Lee, Socialism in New Zealand (London: T. Werner 
Laurie, 1938), v.
6 For a bibliography of  New Zealand utopias, see the keyword New Zea-
land in my Utopian Literature in English: An Annotated Bibliography from 1516 
to the Present. State College, PA: Penn State Libraries Open Publishing, 
2016 and continuing. Openpublishing.psu.edu/utopia.
7 George’s Progress and Poverty. An Inquiry Into the Cause of  Industrial De-
pressions and Of  Increase of  Want With Increase of  Wealth. The Remedy. San 
Francisco, CA: W. M. Hinton, 1879 was an unusual best-seller. On his 
way to Australia, George stopped briefly in Auckland where he met with 
Sir George Gray, a longtime correspondent, and with members of  the 
Anti-Poverty League. See http://www.cooperative-individualism.org/
george-henry_henry-georges-new-zealand-campaign-1949.htm. Ac-
cessed 28 August 2017.
8 In an undated note, he says it was written “over a quarter of  a century 
ago.” “Synidilsism. And the Great Mammon.” Canterbury Museum 
Bickerton Papers, Box 4, folder 17, 354a.
9 Typo (26 July 1890): 80.
10 Wm. [William] Freeman, Review of  Looking Backward. Zealandia 1.5 
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(November 1889): 296.
11 “Christchurch (From a special Correspondent).” New Zealand Tablet 
18.5 (May 30, 1890): 18; and J. C., Letter to the Editor. New Zealand 
Tablet 18.7 (June 6, 1890): 20.
12 Maurice W. Richmond, “Looking Backward.” The Monthly Review (New 
Zealand) 1 (September 1889): 448.
13 J [ohn] Ballance, “The Altruistic State.” The Monthly Review (New Zea-
land) 2 (April 1890): 217–19.
14 “Synidilsism. And the Great Mammon.” Canterbury Museum Bick-
erton Papers, Box 4, folder 17, 354a. Except in the title, I have corrected 
the spelling.
15 Prince Pyotr [Peter] Kropotkin (1842–1921) was born into the Russian 
aristocracy but became the most important anarchist thinker of  all time. 
The phrase mutual aid came from his Mutual Aid: A Factor of  Evolution. 
London: William Heinemann, 1902. Bickerton’s Papers (Box 5. folder 
22. item 438 includes a pamphlet The Aberdeen Socialist Club 1912–1913, 
Aberdeen: The Aberdeen Socialist Club, [1913] containing (4–6) a 
“Message from Professor A. W. Bickerton (Our Modern Kepler)” in 
which Bickerton stresses Kropotkin’s mutual aid (4). The collection (Box 
5, folder 21, item 383) also includes a marked up copy of  Kropotkin’s 
War and Capitalism. London: Freedom Press, 1914.
16 An undated, unsigned summary concludes, “This is the most frightful 
boring novel I’ve ever read.” Canterbury Museum Bickerton Papers Box 
4, folder 17, 354a.
17 This is the word Bickerton used. Today such a community is most 
often called an intentional community although an earlier label, utopian 
experiment, would fit Bickerton’s ideas best. On such communities in 
New Zealand, see Lucy Sargisson and Lyman Tower Sargent, Living in 
Utopia: Intentional Communities in New Zealand. Aldershot, England: Ashgate, 
2004; Ruth Greenaway, Leith McMurray, and David Colyer, eds., Utopi-
anz: A Guide to Intentional Communities and Communal Living in Aotearoa/New 
Zealand. Christchurch, New Zealand: STRAW Umbrella Trust, 2004.
18 The only real source of  Bickerton’s early life is R. M. Burdon, Scholar 
Errant: A Biography of  Professor A. W. Bickerton. Christchurch: The Pegasus 
Press, 1956. Some of  the evidence exists in material in the Bickerton 
Papers in the Canterbury Museum. In addition, I was fortunate to 
receive assistance from one of  Bickerton’s great-grandsons who holds 
family papers.
19 His wife was his cousin, and family tradition suggests that they were 
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first cousins, but that cannot be verified. They brought four children, 
three boys and a girl with them to New Zealand, and went on to have 
four more: two boys and two girls. Daughters: Annie Lottie (known as 
Lottie) born in Southampton in 1871. In the 1896 and 1900 elector-
al rolls she was described as at Wainoni doing “domestic duties.” She 
married Harold George McIntyre, who died in 1896 age 24. She then 
married Dr. Cecil Danforth Greenwood in 1898 who was a surgeon 
and ran the sanitarium at Wainoni. They were divorced in 1908 and 
remarried in Queensland in 1922. She died in Australia in 1956, he 
having predeceased her. Jessie was born 1879 and lived two weeks. Alice 
Mabel was born in 1880 and never married. She travelled to London 
with her father in 1910, and shortly before his second marriage she went 
to Australia to live with Lottie and died there in 1933. Sons: William 
Henry was a photographer whose son Max became Professor of  English 
at Tokyo University and was interned during World War II. Charles Ed-
ward (1878–1935) was an artist and alcoholic, whose daughter Beryl was 
the first woman architect to qualify at Canterbury University. Richard 
was an optician in Wellington. Alexander Augustus was the eldest son 
and was a colonial analyst. Herbert Frederick was a physical education 
instructor and gymnast. He took over Wainoni fireworks, later became 
a farmer in the Nelson area, where he failed, and returned to Wainoni. 
Ron learned fireworks at Wainoni and became a munitions and rocket 
expert for New Zealand during World War II.
20 Nature published a report on a talk by Bickerton entitled “On a New 
Heat Engine.” The Chair of  the session stopped the presentation saying 
it was nonsense, but the audience reacted negatively to the Chair’s 
action, and while the paper was not completed or discussed, Nature pub-
lished a summary of  the paper in considerable detail without comment, 
although clearly disapproving of  the Chair’s action. Nature 2.50 (October 
13, 1870): 483–84. This was Bickerton’s only appearance in Nature.
21 He published his first article while at the Hartley Institute, “On a 
New Relation Between Heat and Static Electricity.” London, Edinburgh and 
Dublin Philosophical Magazine and Journal of  Science, 4th series 46 (December 
1873): 450–52.
22 Letter of  offer. Appendix B. Canterbury Museum, Bickerton Papers, 
Box 3, folder 11, item 286.
23 Letter of  offer.
24 Bickerton published a pamphlet on map drawing, A Natural System of  
Map Drawing. London: Swan Sonnenschein, 1901. 8 pp. plus 8 pp. of  
maps. And he gave a paper on teaching geography, “A Natural Method 
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of  teaching the Elements of  Geography and Map-drawing.” Report of  the 
Third Meeting of  the Australasian Association for the Advancement of  Science held at 
Christchurch, New Zealand, in January 1891. Ed. Sir James Hector (Sydney, 
NSW: The Association, 1891), 310. Mentioned; no abstract.
25 Committee of  Enquiry Canterbury College New Zealand University. Statement 
and Letter of  Professor Bickerton (Christchurch: Whitcombe and Tombs, 
1895), 6.
26 For example, he applied for patents on “A Model to Illustrate the Mo-
tions, the Kinetics, and the Phenomena of  the Earth, and the Laws of  
Resultant Motion,” “A Balance-beam to Use for Chemical and Physical 
Experiments,” “A Translucent Pocket for Storing Magic Lantern Slides 
or Other Pictures on Glass,” and “A Foot-grating for Scraping Boots and 
Keeping the Feet from Damp.” Alexander Turnbull Library Herbert 
Otto Roth Papers MS-Papers-6164-010 (93).
27 See Bickerton, “Scientific Instruction in New Zealand.” Transactions 
and Proceedings of  the New Zealand Institute 9 (1876 pub. 1877): 666–70. 
Read before the Philosophical Institute of  Canterbury, 6 September 
1876.
28 Materials for Lessons in Elementary Science. First Three Chapters: I., Water; II., 
Air; III., A Candle. Wellington: By Authority: George Didsbury, Gov-
ernment Printer, 1883; and Materials for Lessons in Elementary Science with 
Chapter on Model of  the Earth. New and enl. ed. Christchurch and Duned-
in: Whitcomb and Tombs, [ca. 1892].
29 Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. Box 1, folder 2, items 36–38.
30 Dr. Chas. Chilton, Alexander Wm. Bickerton The Professor and the Man 
(Christchurch: Ptd. by New Zealand Newspapers, 1929), 1. Rpt. from 
The Lyttelton Times (June 25, 1929): 13.
31 Chilton, Alexander Wm. Bickerton, 2.
32 Miss Constance Barnicoat, of  New Zealand, “The Strange House-
hold of  Wainoni.” The Wide World Magazine 6.35 (February 1901): 468.
33 Ernest Rutherford (1871–1937) was born in Spring Grove near Nel-
son and educated in government schools and at Nelson College before 
attending Canterbury College, where he earned a B.A. He returned to 
study for an honours degree in physics, which, under Bickerton, required 
him to undertake original research. After further work at Canterbury, 
and an M.A. and a B.Sc., he was able to go to the University of  Cam-
bridge, where he became a research student. After graduating and hold-
ing positions as the Macdonald Professor of  Physics at McGill University 
in Montreal and as the Langworthy Professor of  Physics at Victoria 
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University of  Manchester in England, he returned to Cambridge as the 
Cavendish Professor of  Physics and Director of  the Cavendish Labora-
tory. He was awarded the Nobel Prize in Chemistry in 1908, knighted 
in 1914, appointed to the Order of  Merit in 1925, and made Baron 
Rutherford of  Nelson, New Zealand and Cambridge in 1931.
34 Ettie Rout (1877–1936) was a journalist and a sex hygiene campaigner 
who established The Maoriland Worker with the New Zealand Shearers’ 
Union and edited the first six issues until it was taken over by the New 
Zealand Federation of  Labour, which replaced her. But she is best known 
for her work with soldiers during World War I, when she established the 
New Zealand Volunteer Sisterhood, which, against government opposi-
tion, traveled to Egypt and worked in the New Zealand YMCA canteen 
and in hospitals. When Rout arrived in Egypt she became aware of  the 
high incidence of  venereal disease and set about combating it by creating 
prophylactic kits and inspecting brothels. While she ultimately convinced 
the New Zealand Expeditionary Force to adopt the prophylactic kit she 
developed, the New Zealand Cabinet prohibited mention of  her in the 
press, and a bishop speaking in the British House of  Lords called her 
“the most wicked woman in Britain.” The French government decorated 
her with the Reconnaissance française medal.
35 Jane Tolerton, Ettie: A Life of  Ettie Rout (Auckland: Penguin Books NZ, 
1992), 241.
36 The Board of  Governors controlled the Museum, the Public Library, 
and the Boys and Girls High Schools as well as the College, and owned 
and rented out land in the area, with more of  the Board discussions 
concerned with issues related to land ownership than anything else.
37 See Bickerton, “The Kingsley Club. An Experiment in Motive.” 4 pp. 
Ms. Bickerton Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, folder 8, item 200.
38 Bickerton, Esperanto. Exhibition Visitors. An Exhibition Science Club (Christ-
church: Lyttelton Times, Co., Ltd, Printers, [1906]), 2.
39 Burdon, Scholar Errant, 48–49, 59.
40 “Canterbury College. Professor Bickerton and the Board of  Gover-
nors.” Lyttelton Times (November 1898): 2.
41 Bickerton, Perils of  a Pioneer. A Protest in Linotype. Being the Story of  the 
Risks Encountered and the Losses Sustained in an Attempt to Introduce a Demon-
strated Cosmic Theory that Shows the Mode of  the Evolution of  Celestial Bodies 
and Systems as Darwinism Shows the Mode of  Organic Evolution (Christchurch, 
New Zealand: Wainoni Postal Publishing Co., 1902), 99.
42 Minutes of  the College Committee 20 November 1902. “The Chair-
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man reported he had effected a final settlement with Professor Bickerton 
who was now out of  the service of  the Board.” £285.2.3 salary for four 
months and 27 days to 27 March 1903. MB456, University of  Can-
terbury inwards correspondence and subject files, 113340, Board of  
Governors Papers, 1899–1902.
43 A traditional English game in which things are thrown at a model of  
an old woman’s head.
44 Burdon, Scholar Errant, 100.
45 Timothy David Baker, Professor Bickerton’s Wainoni. Aranui, Christ-
church, New Zealand: Author, 2004), 7.
46 Terence E. R. Hodgson, Fire and Decay: The Destruction of  the Large New 
Zealand House (Martinborough: Alister Taylor, 1978), 21–23.
47 Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. Box 4, folder 16, items 
318–38, 341–42.
48 Tolerton, Ettie, 29.
49 In a letter from 21 or 31 [date unclear] August 1928, Rutherford con-
gratulated Bickerton on the appointment. Alexander Turnbull Library, 
MS Papers 3718.
50 Letter from N.Z. Prime Minister’s office dated 11 September 1928. 
Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. Box 2, folder 5, item 160.
51 “On Temporary and Variable Stars.” Transactions and Proceedings of  the 
New Zealand Institute 11 (1878 pub. 1879): 118–24. Read before the Philo-
sophical Institute of  Canterbury, 4 July 1878. Later published separately 
as Partial Impact, Paper No. 1.
52 Copy of  Letters Sent to “Nature” on Partial Impact. Christchurch: Ptd. at the 
“Press” Office, 1879.
53 His most complete statement of  the theory is The Romance of  the 
Heavens. London: Swan Sonnenschein, 1901. The quotation is from pp. 
28–29.
54 W.G.P., The Birth of  a Star (In the Sydney Morning Herald.). [Christchurch: 
Ptd. at the “Lyttelton Times” Office, 1898. On p. 2 under the title is 
“(From the Canterbury Times of  Oct. 19th, 1898). The first appearance of  the 
star Nova Auriga provides evidence of  Bickerton’s theory. “The theory it 
raised from possibility to probability was the theory of  partial impact” (3).
55 In a letter to Professor/Sir Arthur Schuster dated 14 October 1914, 
Bickerton wrote, “I am quite aware of  the objections of  its wide scope.” 
And in another to the same man dated 2 January 1913 he wrote “It is 
surprising how official science refuses generalization.” University of  
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MS-Papers-0212–06 there are letters from British scientists on Bicker-
ton’s theory all saying that they are not in a position to comment or that 
there is not enough evidence one way or another.
56 Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. Box 2, folder 5, item 135.
57 Noted in his Diary for 1913, Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. 
Box 3, folder 13, item 315.
58 William Thomson Kelvin, 1st Baron (1824–1907) is best known for his 
research on heat and electricity.
59 Bickerton, “Outline of  the Coming Century.” New Zealand Illustrated 
Magazine 1.1 (October 1899): 5.
60 Canterbury Museum, Box 3, folder 13, item 315. Separate note dated 
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61 Bickerton, “Humanity’s Guide.” Lyttelton Times (June 3, 1898): 2.
62 Canterbury Museum, Bickerton Papers, Box 2, folder 7, item 184, p. 1.
63 Canterbury Museum, Bickerton Papers, Box 2, folder 7, item 184, p. 2.
64 Canterbury Museum, Bickerton Papers, Box 2, folder 7, item 184, p. 1.
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23, 1899): 3.
68 Bickerton, “Humanity’s Guide.” Lyttelton Times (June 3, 1898): 2.
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70 Howard, “The Little Old Professor of  Wainoni Park,” 1.
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72 Bickerton, “Outline of  the Coming Century,” 7.
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75 Bickerton, The Wedded Wife. A Poem (In Proof). Christchurch: Ptd. 
and pub. Harry Arnold Cooper, 1894. See also an apparently unsent, 
two-page letter entitled “Wainoni” that goes into detail about marriage 
and woman’s position. Alexander Turnbull Library, Gifford-Bickerton 
Papers, A W Bickerton—Papers relating to Wainoni Federative Home. 
MS-Papers-0259-094.
76 Bickerton, “The Immorality of  Marriage.” Lyttelton Times (April 29, 
1899): 11.
77 Bickerton, The Romance of  the Earth (Christchurch: Wainoni Postal Pub-
lishing Co., [1898]), 110.
78 Edwin John Howard (1868–1939), known as Ted, was a labour leader, 
journalist, and politician. Writing as “Vag” and, for children, as “Uncle 
Ted,” he contributed extensively to The Maoriland Worker. He was elected 
to Parliament in 1919 and served until his death in 1939. His daughter, 
Mabel, became the first woman to be a member of  cabinet.
79 E[dwin] J[ohn] Howard, M.P. “The Little Old Professor of  Wainoni 
Park. Has Lived to See His Partial Impact Theory Proved.” The Star 
(Christchurch) (March 31, 1928): 1.
80 41 Victoriæ 21 (1877): 110–31.
81 The most obvious difference between his proposals and the legislation 
that followed is that the legislation was necessarily much concerned with 
the administration of  education, a matter which did not concern Bicker-
ton. And at the beginning of  the debate over the second reading of  the 
bill, Oswald Curtis (M.P. for Nelson City) said that at the last election 
the view expressed was that education “should be free, compulsory, and 
secular,” and much of  the debate was over that last word, with Robert 
Stout, then M.P. for Dunedin City, saying he would not vote for a bill 
that was not entirely secular. The secular character of  education was not 
mentioned by Bickerton, and neither Bickerton’s proposal nor the law 
envisaged entirely free education.
82 Bickerton, “A Scheme of  University and General Education,” Transac-
tions and Proceedings of  the New Zealand Institute 7 (1874 pub. 1875): 155.
83 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 164.
84 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 155.
85 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 156. The law, on the other 
hand, only started education at five.
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86 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 156. The law is considerably 
weaker on this point, saying that “In public schools provision shall be 
made for the instruction in military drill of  all boys, and in such of  the 
schools as the Board shall from time to time direct provision shall also 
be made for physical training, and whenever practicable there shall be 
attached to each school a playground of  at least a quarter of  an acre.” 
Part 4.1, section 85.
87 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 161–62.
88 He said that ordinary courses should include “Making finished 
mechanical drawings, projection[;] descriptive solid geometry; freehand 
drawings; algebra to binomial theorem; practical plane trigonometry; 
logarithms; mensuration; theoretical geometry . . .; elementary chemistry 
and physics; physiology; geology; botany or zoology; English language; 
one other modern language; Latin. Additional subjects:—Landscape 
drawing and painting; second modern language; laboratory work in 
science; Greek; instrumental music, and history” (Bickerton, “Scheme of  
… Education,” 157–58).
89 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 158.
90 Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 158. The regular program 
“should include a complete course of  all the sciences—Mathematics, 
drawing, modern languages, mental philosophy, history. Special courses 
should be established for the professions of  law, medicine, and engineer-
ing” (Bickerton, “Scheme of  … Education,” 159).
91 Beyond this Bickerton is primarily concerned with the content of  
education, and reflecting his London and early Christchurch experience, 
with the education needed by working men, an educational audience not 
directly mentioned in the law. For example, because it will be useful for 
both students and workers, Bickerton says that mechanical drawing is the 
most important skill needed after “the three R’s.” And he notes that all 
students need to learn “human physiology and the elementary principles 
of  hygiene,” some geography, English grammar, “gymnastics, drill, and 
vocal music.” He then he suggests that parents might want to pay some 
part of  the cost of  teaching “Elements of  French or German, Latin, 
History, music (instrumental), colouring (water-colour drawings), political 
economy.” The University, an examining body conferring degrees, must 
have high standards. All bachelor degrees should include “English, 
drawing, mathematics, two sciences, modern language. For B.A. in 
addition: Latin, mental philosophy, history, Greek, or an additional mod-
ern language. For B.Sc., in addition to the work common to both: two 
additional sciences, a good practical acquaintance with one, descriptive 
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use of  tools. For M.A. and D.Sc. the system and subjects of  the London 
University would probably be suitable.”
92 Bickerton, University Reform. The Inaugural Lecture for 1881 Delivered at 
Canterbury College, New Zealand University (Christchurch: Ptd. by G. Tombs 
and Co., 1881) 7.
93 Bickerton, University Reform, 5.
94 Bickerton, University Reform, 6.
95 Bickerton, University Reform, 8.
96 Bickerton, University Reform, 19–20. Interestingly, John Macmillan 
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Charles Henry Herbert Cook (1843–1910), became enemies.
97 Barnicoat, “The Strange Household of  Wainoni,” 473.
98 Bickerton, “Cooperative Households,” 3. Alexander Turnbull Library, 
Gifford-Bickerton Papers, A W Bickerton—Papers relating to Wainoni 
Federative Home. MS-Papers-0259-094.
99 Bickerton, The Romance of  the Earth, 123–24.
100 Bickerton, The Romance of  the Earth, 8.
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Designs for American Homes, Neighborhoods, and Cities. Cambridge, MA: MIT 
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land; or, ‘ ’Tis Sixty Years’-----to Come.” The Dublin University Magazine 
12.69 (October 1838): 375–87.
Morganeeringliv
107 A New Zealand story from 1901 represents such a profession. See 
Mary J. Wright, “A New Century Girl: A Dream of  the Housewife’s 
Guild.” New Zealand Illustrated Magazine 4 (August 1901): 841–44. Rpt. 
without the subtitle in Happy Endings: Stories by Australian and New Zealand 
Women, ed. Elizabeth Webby and Lydia Wevers (Np: Allen & Unwin New 
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112 Bickerton, “Cooperative Households,” 3.
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116 Grossman, “City of  Fads,” 4.
117 A Federative Home. “Wainoni,” 5–6. Barnicoat, “The Strange Household 
of  Wainoni,” 468–73. Heavily illustrated with photographs by Bickerton. 
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MORGANEERING
Or, THE TRIUMPH OF THE TRUST.
A FRAGMENT OF A SATIRICAL BURLESQUE 
ON THE WORSHIP OF WEALTH.
_______________
By PROFESSOR BICKERTON
Author of “The Romance of the Earth,” “The Romance of the Heavens,”
“New Story of the Stars,” etc., etc.
______________________
The complete burlesque was written in the middle of the 
eighties, and this fragment was printed some time afterwards 
from the type of an electioneering paper. The satire was 
intended to follow to a reductio ad absurdum the trend of high 
finance. As Capitalism has now gone so far on the road then 
mapped out, this fragment, printed so many years ago, is now 
published in the hope that it may evoke sufficient interest to 
justify the printing of the whole work. Editors giving reviews, 
firms interested in bringing out the book, or readers wishing 
to further its aims, will kindly send copies of criticism or 
other communications to the Secretary, Wainoni Publishing 
Company, Christchurch, New Zealand.
The life described by Sterling is believed by the author to 
be the true mode of human existence, for in man, besides 
the animal, we have the truly human characteristics which 
are essentially social, essentially altruistic and essentially 
noble. Every experiment that has been made tends to show 
that mankind is more easily led by the silken cords of love 
than driven by the hempen lash of fear; and, unless tainted 
by the shams of civilization, it has been found that when the 
lowest races of mankind are fully trusted, the trust is never 
misplaced. The author also believes that an appeal to the 
higher characteristics of the Capitalist is more likely to win 
his co-operation than an appeal to law or other forms of force 
is likely to compel him to give up what he believes to be his 
rights.
Reviewers are at liberty to make as full extracts as they 
choose.1
1 The material to this point is from the text Bickerton published in New Zealand 
and is not in either The Weekly Times and Echo or the typescript.
CHAPTER I.--THE APPOINTMENT.
“Many happy returns of the day, grandpapa,” said an excited 
girl as she burst into the room. She rushed up to the white-
headed old gentlemen who was the solitary occupant of the 
chamber and gave him a sounding kiss on the forehead. She 
paused a moment to get breath and then said: “Only think, 
you’re a hundred years old! What wonderful changes you have 
seen in your time. You have not only lived a whole century, 
but you have lived to see your son appointed the chief clerk 
of Jonathan Wondergilt, who is the owner of the whole world. 
This very morning we got the official notice, announcing his 
appointment to the post, and father let me come to tell you 
the good news.
“He says that the entire work of the world will be in his 
hands; for since Mr Wondergilt succeeded in making a 
bankrupt of Miss Virgin Gold, who was the last remaining 
capitalist, mere administration is nothing to him. Race 
improvement and general organisation are the only things 
that interest him now.1 So you see, my dear grandpa, that 
father will really rule the whole world. Brother Tom is to 
have charge of the office in Europe, Dick in Asia, Harry in 
Africa, and Sister Sue’s husband—Brown—will be placed as 
chief clerk in America, while my own darling Charlie Jones, 
whom I am to marry next week is to have Australasia. Pa has 
quarrelled with Robinson, Katie’s husband, so he is only to be 
cashier-general of the world, under himself, as father wants to 
see how Robinson shapes before giving him any responsible 
position.”
Is it really true that the hale, healthy-looking old man is a 
centenarian? Such is actually the case, though many a man 
1 Race improvement or eugenics, the term was coined in 1883 by Francis Galton 
(1822–1911) from the Greek “eu” meaning “good” and “genos” meaning “race” or 
“stock” and the idea of improving the human race by selecting for desired char-
acteristics and against unwanted characteristics was attempted in many countries 
until its use by the Nazis.
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of sixty looks his senior. But old John Servile Crawley is a 
remarkable man in many ways.
Born when the worship of wealth had just become the 
prevailing faith of the whole world, his piety manifested itself 
in his very infancy. It is recorded of him that on one occasion 
his mother was about to give him a whipping on account of 
the muddy state of his knees and chubby little legs, and it was 
only the timely intercession of his elder brother, who knew 
the cause of his condition, that saved him.
A carriage was coming and he happened to mention to 
the little fellow that it belonged to a millionaire—mere baby 
though he was, as the carriage passed, the child fell on his 
knees in the muddy street, remaining in this reverential 
attitude until the carriage had passed, thus showing the germs 
of that perfect faith and religious enthusiasm which has since 
so distinguished him. The proud and happy mother clasped 
her boy to her breast, crying, “My son! My son! Rather would 
I wash your dear little legs ten thousand times than that such a 
striking example of early religious sincerity should be blighted 
in the bud.”
Although religion thus reigned in his heart and formed 
the guiding principle of his life, he did not neglect the severe 
theological training that was necessary before his strongly 
religious bent could be of use to himself, his family and his 
friends. Even as a little boy he worked at bills of parcels. At 
school he could cast a column of figures so quickly as almost 
to surpass his teacher, at the time when boys of his age were 
labouring at simple addition and multiplication sums. In 
early manhood he knew the prices of every commodity, from 
a pin to a palace, he knew the lines of telegraph, the route of 
steamers, in fact, everything that a profound theologian should 
know. At the same time his faith and reverence increased. Of 
course he took off his hat as he passed a bank—everyone but 
an infidel did that. But he also did so on passing any house 
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where wealth was known to exist, and, as he came opposite 
the door, he reverently turned and gave a low bow.
This extreme devotion did not go unrecognised. He was 
appointed as clerk in the wealthy firm of Crushem and Getall. 
But why give details? Suffice it to say that as celibacy was a 
virtue strictly observed by every pious wealth worshipper, he 
did not marry till after fifty, this long bachelorhood giving 
him the time to chasten his creed and ripen his religion, until 
he was looked upon as the coming high priest of the Golden 
Calf, and now at a hundred, although he has not attained the 
height of his ambition, his son has, and is now chief priest of 
the world. But the son, Joseph Servile Crawley, is entering, so 
we must not linger.
“Father,” he says, “your long and weary years of work are 
rewarded. Dora has told you of my appointment, and also of 
what I intend doing for the family. Does it meet with your 
approval?”
“Most certainly it does,” said the old man. “But Joseph, my 
boy, do not again ask my opinion. You stand above me, and I 
am happy that it should be so.”
“You will be pleased to know,” continued the son, “that 
Mr Wondergilt has expressed his intention of giving a grand 
reception on the occasion of my taking charge of the world’s 
books. It will not be here, at the office in Washington, but in 
his own island-home in lovely England.”
“That is in very good form, in excellent taste. That is as I 
should expect him to act,” said the old man.
“Oh, how delightful!” said little Dora, her large, blue eyes 
glowing with excitement at the thought of such a great event. 
“Whom will he invite?”
“He is going to have over the royalty and nobility of the 
world from Ireland,” replied her father.
“From Ireland,” said Dora, in wonderment. “What are they 
doing in Ireland?”
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“Did you not know that, when by his sound system of finance 
and by his consummate skill in commercial combinations, Mr 
Wondergilt succeeded in making bankrupts of the reigning 
royalty and nobility of the world, he acted with the liberality 
that has always distinguished him and allowed them to live 
in the Emerald Isle. Of course you remember it, father,” 
he continued. “Home Rule was so long delayed that all the 
inhabitants had either left or died, so that he succeeded in 
getting it a dead bargain.”1
“Remember it!” said the father, “I should think I did, I 
conducted the negotiations. It was the last thing I did before I 
retired, as his emergency consulting clerk.”
“Well father, after he had taken possession and you had 
left, he sent a landscape gardener there to lay it out, intending 
to make Ireland his own seat. But when his increased wealth 
permitted it, and he bought the equity of redemption of 
England, he gave Ireland to royalty, and laid out England 
instead, where he has lived ever since. You will see what a 
lovely place it is if you go to the reception. By the bye, father, 
do you mean to go?”
“Certainly, my son. Were I offered the planet Jupiter as a 
bribe, it would not keep me away.”
“Will the kings and queens come, do you think?” asked 
Dora of her father.
“One cannot be certain. You see every person is absolutely 
free to do as he pleases, so long as he does not injure his 
neighbour. That is the great principle of Laissez faire.2 
Consequently any one may refuse the invitation. But it is 
1 Home Rule, or some degree of self-government, for Ireland was agitated for 
from about 1870, and particularly in the 1880s and 1890s when British Prime 
Minister, William Ewart Gladstone (1809–98. Prime Minister four times between 
1868–86) introduced two bills to grant Ireland Home Rule, the first being defeated 
in the House of Commons, the second in the House of Lords. Ireland, except for 
Northern Ireland, gained its full independence in 1922.
2 Laissez faire, from the French meaning “let do” or “let go,” refers to an economic 
system in which there is no government interference in the economy, private own-
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scarcely likely. You see, my dear, these crowned heads are only 
tenants at will and it is but simple justice that a person does 
what he likes with his own. This is another ruling principle of 
Laissez faire. Of course, therefore, any monarch who refuses 
to come might at once get notice to quit. I think they will 
come.”
“Where will the reception be held?” asked Dora.
“In London, of course.”
“You don’t really mean it—in that smoky hole, full of the 
sickly poor, I am sure we shall catch some dreadful disease.”
“What are you thinking of, child? You must have got hold 
of some very old book. London is not smoky and diseased 
now. It was so, I own, before it came into the possession of 
Wondergilt. But now all but the noble buildings were swept 
away, and there is not a poor person living there. It is the 
loveliest spot of a lovely land.”
“You surprise me. How was this change brought about?”
“It is one of the most difficult things Mr Wondergilt ever 
had to do—was this renewing of London. But he managed it. 
He kept on increasing the rent until the people had nothing 
left to buy coal with and but little for food; of course, as the 
education of the masses increased and the people really got 
to understand Laissez faire, its clear logic caused them to give 
up pauperising charities of all kinds, and to do away with free 
education, adulterations of food acts, factory acts and all such 
means of causing the persistence of the unfit, so that if a man 
was not able to work, he died. This was the condition one very 
severe winter. The cold was so great that the Thames would 
bear a ton anywhere. One morning, after an intensely bitter 
night, five hundred and fifteen thousand persons were found 
to have died of want and exposure. That night is generally, and, 
I believe, rightfully, considered the most remarkable instance 
ership of property with no legally imposed limit, profit the measure of efficiency, 
and the profit motive the force driving the economy.
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in the world’s history for the non-survival of the unfit. Do you 
remember the time, father?”
“Certainly, my boy. To me it seems but yesterday.”
“When the statistics came out it was feared at first that 
the illogical relations and friends of the dead would revolt 
against the rigid logic of political economy. But money flowed 
like water, and all the journals in the world not owned by 
Wondergilt found it worth their while to give many leading 
articles on the importance of race improvement. So the bad 
time passed over; but the office of registrar-general was 
abolished, for it was both inconvenient and costly. At the same 
time care was taken to see that every soldier of Europe was 
instructed in the true principles of progress and the lesson 
was learnt by the world.”
Joseph Servile Crawley did not let the grass grow under 
his feet. The telegraph wires flashed the news of the new 
appointment all over the world, and the aerial ships some 
landed the several clerks in their respective offices.
CHAPTER II.--THE CEREMONY.
What a triumph of refined art and scientific progress the 
reception in London was! Who would have thought that this 
lovely spot was the once horrible London with its starving 
myriads of wretches, its stifling alleys, and its foetid, fever-
stricken dens. Every rotten tenement, every eye-offending 
business building had disappeared and in their place were 
lovely lawns, green as the purest emerald. These verdant places 
were dotted with groups of aloes,1 flowering cacti, stately 
palms, giant musas2 and other choice bananas, whilst in the 
shady spots were splendid tree ferns. In the severe weather 
these lovely plants were housed in the marvellous winter 
gardens. The glass roofs of which, extending for miles, might 
be seen flashing in the sun, in the direction of Kensington.
In the midst of this vast park-like place the palaces and 
other stately buildings were seen to perfection; Sir Christopher 
Wren’s beautiful work showed its exquisite symmetry of form 
in a manner that its designer never could have realised. But 
the name was altered to suit the prevailing faith. St. Paul’s was 
now known as St. Adam Smith’s3. It was here that the keys of 
the safe containing the ledgers of the world were to be handed 
over to Joseph Servile Crawley.
How perfect everything was—no crowd, no unmannerly 
pushing and struggling. No one was present besides those 
invited, if we except the lackeys of Wondergilt and of his 
1 A flowering succulant plant.
2 One of the genera of the Musaceae that includes bananas and plantains.
3 Adam Smith (1723–90) is best known as the author of An Inquiry into the Nature 
and Causes of the Wealth of Nations (1776), better known under the short title The 
Wealth of Nations. In The Wealth of Nations he presented a history of economics 
in Europe, a description of manufacturing in his day, and, most important, a set 
of recommendations. The key argument is that individuals, each pursuing his or 
her own self-interest, will produce the greatest benefits for everyone. He applied 
this idea to the operations of the economic system and thereby became famous 
for providing the moral justification for and part of the intellectual foundation of 
capitalism.
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distinguished guests. Of all that vast assembly there was no 
single person who did not know his place. All was order and 
discipline, everything was as formal as a Sunday service at 
an orphan asylum. So little in fact, was the excitement that a 
contagious yawn travelled like a feu de joie1 down the serried 
ranks of servants. Yet this was the most important event in 
the world’s history, being fraught with weal or woe to earth’s 
millions.
Who during the long ages of the past would have thought 
such a phenomenon possible? Yet so had the reign of Laissez 
faire evolved order out of chaos. But sounds of military music 
are wafted on the breeze. The bands of the world have been 
sifted, and its great instrumentalists have now the privilege of 
playing in Mr Wondergilt’s band of one hundred performers, 
the elite of the musical world. Their only regret is that their 
distinguished patron has no ear for music and would probably 
be unable to distinguish an oratorio from a comic song. The 
band is drawing closer and will soon pass. What lovely music 
it is!
But why try to describe the indescribable. The whole of 
the pageant is beyond conception, as it is beyond description. 
Every monarch has brought his retinue. All is gold, glitter, and 
splendour unimagined before.
As the superb cavalcade is slowly wending its way past the 
guards of honour and ranks of liveried servants, we will take a 
cross cut and get to the Cathedral, where the august party are 
awaiting their distinguished guests.
Mr Wondergilt and his wife we must introduce first, and in 
deference to the fair sex we will give precedence to the lady. 
Mrs Wondergilt, whose maiden name was Miss Virgin Gold, 
is a tall, rather spare lady of about forty years of age. She is not 
altogether beautiful; but I think I have seen plainer women. 
1 Fire of joy or a running firing of rifles in succession used to mark special occa-
sions.
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Her eyes are small but wonderfully piercing. It is difficult to 
describe her complexion, or perhaps, to speak more correctly, 
the surface of her face. But why describe her appearance? 
Beauty of face and figure are common enough. It was not for 
beauty that Jonathan Wondergilt chose his bride. He was a great 
student of race improvement, and when, after the toughest 
struggle he ever had, he succeeded some six years before in 
beating the lady in the financial fight and in absorbing her 
wealth, he felt a strong admiration for her rare pecuniary skill; 
suddenly a flash of inspiration made his path clear to him. His 
opponent was a woman not too old to bear offspring. How 
extremely fortunate! It looked a veritable special providence. 
It was not for nothing he had remained mateless these many 
years. What a chance of race improvement! The greatest male 
financial genius united to the greatest financial female. What a 
noble union! She must be his bride. What a breed of financiers 
would the combination produce! He would be a second Noah 
and re-people the globe; for not more surely would a deluge 
of water drown mankind than an ocean of financiers slowly 
absorb the unfit.
In eloquent terms he told his tale. The prospect was perfect, 
and gladly the lady consented.
The long, lean—would it be irreverent to say scraggy?—
Miss Virgin Gold became the wife of the thickset, podgy little 
Wondergilt. No breeder could possibly have prophesied of 
the physical proportions of the offspring of such a pair. But 
of the mind there could be no doubt. But conjecture of any 
kind would have been alike useless. No baby was born, so the 
childless pair mourned that the world should lose the priceless 
advantage of the fruit of such a union.
Besides the great capitalists, the centenarian, John Servile 
Crawley and his entire family are present. The old gentleman, 
his son Joseph (the chief clerk) and his three grandsons, Tom, 
Dick and Harry are on the one side of the altar. The world’s 
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owners are seated in front of the altar itself, whilst the three 
daughters and their respective husbands are on the opposite 
side, Little Dora, whom we have already met, has just returned 
from her honeymoon with her devoted Charlie.
The three husbands, Brown, Jones and Robinson, stand 
behind their wives, who are seated.
All the gentlemen wear frock coats, dark trousers, as 
become mere merchants.
The ladies were resplendent in diamonds and silk attire. 
There is a remarkable likeness in the group, if we except Dora, 
her husband and Robinson. All have the same aquiline noses, 
reminding one of a nest of predatory birds. All have the same 
low receding foreheads, the same small bright beady eyes that 
at this time characterised the priesthood of wealth, but which 
in less enlightened days would have been called the low look 
of cruel cunning.
But we must hasten on, for the procession is at the door.
The band plays outside as the distinguished guests arrive. 
The piece is a triumphal march by Sir Sycophant Tuneful, the 
leader of the band. It shows the genius of the great man, the 
triumphant tones are most soul inspiring. What a brilliant 
scene it is as emperors, czar, kings and queens, princes and 
princesses, all in full regalia, all with their train bearers and 
other attendants, pass slowly by! Then follow the courtiers 
and other nobles in the gorgeous robes of the garter, knights 
of the Golden Thistle and of the Glittering Star, and other 
orders innumerable. Everyone present holds in the right hand 
the choral service book and catechism of Laissez faire. What 
exquisite works of art many were with their jewelled clasps 
and with choice gems wrought into the covers!
Mr Wondergilt’s head bobbed like an automaton for some 
time as the patricians passed, but at last it seemed too much. 
He kept spinning the key of the safe on his finger and with the 
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other hand from time to time would impatiently take his pen 
out and put it behind his ear.
These symptoms were rightly interpreted by the sticks-in-
waiting. The remainder of the princes and nobles were hustled 
anywhere into their seats as quickly as possible.
This was soon done, the strains of the organ ceased and 
the great man rose to hand the key. A solemn hush came 
over the entire assembly. Every knee was bent, every eye 
was reverently cast upwards. It was not the simple man, not 
Wondergilt himself who inspired all this reverence. He was 
no more than the ivory crucifix to a devout Catholic, no more 
than the uncouth garb of Mumbo Jumbo to the frightened 
African woman. It is the power behind each that is the object 
of worship. It is the omnipotent wealth that sways this vast 
assembly. The impatient little man is only the representative 
of the power that is the real object of such true, such deep 
devotion. Never has there been a worship so genuine, so free 
from sham and hypocrisy as this worship of wealth. There is 
no pretence in all that vast host−all is sincerity, all undoubted 
fear, all true reverence.
But, hush! Wondergilt is reading from a slip of paper. It is 
difficult to hear the thin, piping voice; but these seem to be 
the words:−
“Potentates of the world, I desire to introduce to you Mr 
Joseph Servile Crawley, whom I now ask to take charge of the 
key of the safe containing the ledgers of the world.”
With this he handed the key to its new keeper.
The organ, orchestra, and choir began a grand anthem of 
praise and thanksgiving during the rendering of which the 
old gentleman left the building and was rapidly driven with 
his wife to his office in the Royal Exchange. Here he felt at 
home.
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CHAPTER III.--AFTER THE CEREMONY.
After the service, during which extracts from the work of the 
old saints, Adam Smith, Herbert Spencer1 and other eminent 
authorities were read, the Crawley party and the crowned 
heads, with the princesses, adjourned to Buckingham Palace, 
which had been enlarged and beautified for the occasion. 
Young Tom, Dick and Harry were single and as no one now 
had any great wealth, every princess felt that it might fall to 
her happy lot to be selected by one of those fortune-favoured 
young men, who could no longer secure any wealthy bride 
and might reasonably be expected to select birth and beauty. 
So these charming scions of royalty smiled their very sweetest 
and the day passed pleasantly away. Joseph and his father did 
not go to the palace after the service, but went to the Exchange 
instead, to have a talk with their employers. The four had not 
met for years and they had a most enjoyable time together. 
A few glasses of choice wine; soon oiled their tongues and 
the talk ran on old times. How eagerly the old men discussed 
their own fights!
“John,” said Wondergilt, “how I watched your career! As 
you mounted rung after rung up the ladder I knew it must 
come to a fight some day. Dozens of men were higher than 
you; but their mishaps were always putting them back. How 
versatile you were−how cleverly you crept and wriggled and 
crawled! No pity for suffering ever caused your heart to relent 
or your hand to release its grip. Few laws but you found means 
of evading. Up and up you struggled,− but the fight was not 
fair. You started at the bottom, I began near the top. Had we 
commenced level, I think you would have beaten.
“I always had a tendency to be too liberal but − if need were 
− how you could scrape, and pare, and screw, and squeeze. 
1 Herbert Spencer (1820–1903) was an English philosopher and the major propo-
nent of social Darwinism.
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The ten thousand millions my father left me was a big step in 
advance, otherwise, John, you might have beaten me.”
This praise, undoubtedly truthful and genuine as it was, 
and coming from the quarter that it did, caused the Crawleys, 
both father and son, to beam with pride and satisfaction, and 
the resolve registered itself in the mind of the younger man, 
that his life should not disgrace his father’s.
The old capitalist garrulously continued,−“But it would 
have been no use. If I had lost, I think Miss Virgin Gold would 
have beaten us both, and I should have remained a bachelor.”
“I almost think you are right,” said Mrs Wondergilt, “I used 
to watch you both, meaning to make a spring some day.”
“Yes, my dear,” said her husband, “you were a woman, 
and we did not properly appreciate your consummate skill in 
finance.”
“But, after all,” said the old centenarian, “it is best as it is, 
best as it is.”
“How I watched you,” said the capitalist, “when you began 
that corner in copper. I had laid many traps for you in several 
lines, and copper was one. Copper had ruined many men 
and not a few syndicates, but each ruin gave more and more 
knowledge of the copper of the world, and then you tried.”
“Yes,” said John, “I thought I was bound to succeed. I had 
been studying copper for years and I thought I had an eye on 
it all. I bought up all the floating copper first, then mine after 
mine, of course under assumed names. The price went up and 
I thought I had the whole world; so I began to put on the screw. 
An enormous quantity of copper came into the market −it 
was said to be an old stock that the high prices had reminded 
the holder of. Of course I bought it. Then a new mine, as I 
thought, was discovered. I negotiated money and bought it 
and so it went on. My credit seemed absolutely unlimited, so 
also did the unexpected finds of copper. Suddenly a suspicion 
flashed across my mind−it’s Wondergilt has trapped me.
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“I put my agents to work and my worst fears were realised. 
I tried cautiously to sell, but copper was offered lower. The 
bills matured. My credit was gone. Copper and everything 
went to the hammer and sold for a song. My millions went 
like moonshine and in my utter wretchedness I contemplated 
suicide.”
“I watched it all,” said Mrs Wondergilt. if Jonathan had not 
held those stores of copper, I believe you would have won. 
As it was, how I enjoyed it when I saw you were sold! But my 
contempt was changed to admiration when I saw how strong 
your faith really was, when I saw the true worship of wealth 
your actions expressed.”
“Yes,” answered old John, “it was a terrible shock, a terrible 
shock. My faith trembled in the balance. My piety was 
strained. But deep admiration for the skill and stupendous 
wealth that enabled you at one fell swoop to absorb the whole 
of my millions, overcame my doubts. Religion reasserted itself. 
Theology triumphed. It was as a true devotee that I fell on 
my knee and adored. I would have fallen prostrate and placed 
your heel on my head, but conventional custom allowed no 
such striking position. My mind was grovelling in the dust, 
but propriety prevented my body following.
“Since then my faith in the religion of competition has 
never wavered, never wavered−”.
“My dear husband,” interrupted Mrs Wondergilt, “how 
often have I heard you speak admiringly of your old clerk’s 
deep devotion, and express your appreciation of the delicate 
tact with which he performed his difficult duties! But you 
never described that most striking scene to me.”
“My dearest,” said the old capitalist, “there are some scenes 
of devotion so deep as to defy description, some events too 
sacred for speech.”
Thus the talk flowed on and tales were told of how the 
railways of America became the property of a syndicate, 
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how the syndicate over-reached itself and was absorbed; 
how the cotton corner was baited and the victims caught; 
how the powerful petroleum combinations were startled by 
innumerable tons of oil of a new brand, of which none could 
make out the source; how they vacillated, first selling, then 
buying, until at last they became so involved that they were 
netted; how the smaller kingdoms were mortgaged and how, 
when they were offered at auction, there were no bidders and 
Wondergilt foreclosed.
So the talk went on, the one telling, the other listening to 
tales of absorption after absorption, until the whole of the 
world’s kingdoms and republics were abolished, all but the 
worrying little federated commune of the Netherlands, that 
had been a veritable Naboth’s vineyard1 in the plans of the 
little capitalist; but of the long and difficult steps that led to 
the absorption of the tough little group of resolute men, we 
must not speak here. It is a matter too tedious for this place 
and so we must conclude this chapter by saying that the four 
great people had not for years spent so happy and genial a 
time together as the afternoon of that eventful day.
1 Naboth’s vineyard from 1 Kings 21 refers to Jezebel arranging to have Naboth 
killed so that Ahab, the king, could gain possession his vineyard. In response, the 
Lord condemned Ahab, Jezebel and their descendants to death.
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CHAPTER IV.--WAINONI.
“Dear Charlie, did you ever see such a lovely sunset before 
in all your life,” said Dora Jones to her husband. “It is truly 
gorgeous. I think I have never seen anything to approach the 
exquisite sunsets we have seen since we have been in New 
Zealand. ‘Tis the land of painted skies. Nature seems to have 
used up all her warm tints for the sunsets of this lovely place, 
and to have left nothing but greys and cold colours for the 
rest of the world; while the sky to-night, I think, is the most 
superb we have yet seen.”
Dora was right. It was truly a perfect picture, full of moving 
scenery, both form and colour changing more rapidly than 
the senses could readily follow.
The sky was reflected on the broad river, which ran an 
extraordinary circuitous course in the plain at the front of the 
low hill, on which was placed the perfect little bijou house 
where the young couple were living. This curved course had 
given the spot its pretty Maori name of Wainoni, or waterbend.
As Dora spoke, her husband, who had been intently 
drinking in the glorious scene, turned from watching the 
radiant beams gilding the rosy clouds, and the play of colour 
on the rippling water, to answer his darling’s remarks.
As his eyes rested on her lovely face, and looked into the 
depths of her large, blue eyes, glowing with animation−sun, 
rosy clouds and sparkling river were all alike forgotten in the 
love that surged up in his heart, as he watched his dear one’s 
joyous expression.
“My bewitching little darling,” he passionately exclaimed, 
as he folded her in his powerful arms.
Nor was the devoted husband’s rapture without cause, for 
Dora certainly was a gem of beauty, as clever and artistic as 
she was beautiful. Well educated and yet her training had left 
her very ignorant of life and its sorrows.
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Nothing in connection with the Servile Crawley family 
surprised a stranger more than the striking resemblance 
between the five elder children, and the extraordinary 
dissimilarity of Dora, the youngest, to the others. There was 
not a single point of resemblance between them. The five elder 
might have been turned in a Collas lathe,1 out of the same 
material, for all the difference that appeared between them.
As already described, their faces were what is 
euphemistically called aquiline, and this hawk-like look, 
although tending to inspire fear, awe, and reverence, did 
not create a feeling of love and confidence. At the various 
ceremonials in which they officiated, the system of devotion 
commonly known as “smelling the hat”2 was usually adopted 
by the male worshippers, whilst the females elevated their 
eyes reverently to the roof of the building; thus avoiding the 
sight of the priests, yet retaining the sense of devout worship.
To the student of heredity this striking difference between 
Dora and her family was a complete enigma. Some persons 
hinted that she had really none of the sacred blood of the 
Servile Crawley in her veins, and the facts of her birth suggest 
that this interpretation may possibly be the true one.
Joseph Servile Crawley’s first wife and the mother of his 
five elder children, had the typical financial face, and was 
so like her husband that the pair were often taken for twins, 
instead of for husband and wife. When she died, his wealth 
had already been absorbed, and as he was not able to marry 
another heiress, such love as was possible to his nature fixed 
itself on Dora’s mother. But she was already engaged to a young 
fellow, who, though financially ruined, was so well loved that 
the girl would not give him up, and in defiance of her parents’ 
wishes in order to marry him, consented to a runaway match. 
After a few days search, the couple were found before they 
1 A Collas lathe is a lathe used primarily by sculptors.
2 Eyes down toward the hat being held.
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had a chance of getting the marriage ceremony performed. 
The young girl was brought back, and the lover committed 
suicide. In a few weeks the heart-broken girl, who looked 
more like a ghost than a bride, was married to Joseph Servile 
Crawley. Dora was born very prematurely, and at her birth the 
gentle spirit of her loving mother left its frail tenement.
At first this early advent caused the husband to look 
askance at the little stranger, but its helpless beauty quickly 
won his heart, and soon he loved the little creature with a love 
that seemed impossible to the egotistic nature of any Servile 
Crawley. Of course he hid his weakness as much as possible; 
for not merely was he ashamed, he felt very like a criminal. 
But love is so much a part of human nature, developed as it 
has been, by man living in communal groups for more than a 
thousand centuries prior to civilization, that the most selfish 
has depths of emotion hidden away that surprise an observer, 
when inadvertently he happens to stumble upon them.
So it was with both Joseph and his father, John. Selfish as 
they were, they really loved the little girl, in fact it would have 
been difficult to say which loved her most.
In her youth she was exactly like one of Sir Joshua 
Reynold’s angels.1 She had the large deep blue eyes, peach-
like complexion, and golden curls which the artist has made 
immortal.
The love of the two men could not be hidden from Dora’s 
two sisters, and her life promised to be another Cinderella’s. 
But Joseph’s love was even sufficiently self denying to thwart 
this by sending her to a boarding school, kept by two kindly 
old ladies. It was here she learned the old world notions that 
the reader has detected in her talk.
1 Sir Joshua Reynolds (1723–1792) was an English painter, founder and first presi-
dent of the Royal Academy of Arts, and the reference is to his “A Child’s Portrait in 
Different Views: ‘Angel’s Heads’” (1786–1787), which is held in London by the Tate 
Britain, where it is regularly on display.
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Here, too, she met her admirer, Charlie Jones. One day 
she saw a fierce looking bull coming along with his harem of 
cows. She was shrinking by, trying to hide herself in a hedge, 
when the stalwart youth passed. He instantly picked up the 
frightened little fairy, perched her on his shoulder, and carried 
her past the formidable group, nor was he in a hurry to put 
her down when they were past it. This introduction was the 
forerunner of many an adventure and ramble together.
Some time after she had left school, her father said to her:
“My darling, it is time you were married. It will greatly 
strengthen the position of the family were you to marry some 
powerful official. I am sure that with your beauty and the high 
position of the family, anyone would be delighted with the 
alliance.”
“But, my dear old dad, I don’t want to marry. I’m quite 
happy as I am, at home with you.”
“But, little one, happiness is not everything. We have our 
duties as well as our pleasures. I have been thinking it over, 
and I feel that the best step for you to take is to accept Sir 
Meanly Creeping. He would be a most valuable ally for the 
family.”
“Oh, papa, I could not marry him. I could not do it, even if 
there were not another man in the whole world.”
“Dora, you astonish me, your sisters never shirked their 
duty. They married Brown and Robinson immediately on my 
showing them if it was for the good of the family for them to 
do so.”
“But, papa, you are not very well pleased with Robinson, 
and perhaps Sir Meanly may turn out no better.”
“Impossible, Dora. Creeping is thoroughly to be trusted. I 
never knew him do a generous action in his whole life; unless, 
of course, he saw it would pay. I always feared that Robinson’s 
softness of heart might be troublesome to us, it was only his 
transcendent ability that caused me to urge on the match. You 
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may be quite certain my little pet will never have to deplore 
any sympathy for suffering in Sir Meanly Creeping’s conduct.”
“Papa, it’s no use to talk. I don’t want to marry anyone, but 
if I do marry, it will be Charlie Jones.”
“Charlie Jones! Impossible!! Why, he does not know 
political economy! I doubt if he has even learnt the catechism 
of ‘Laissez faire!!’”
“But could you not teach him? I am sure he would be 
delighted to learn.”
So the talk went on. The fond father had, ultimately, to 
give in to the wilful little woman; but he insisted that a period 
of probation should elapse before the marriage with her big, 
boyish lover. He must show his fitness for his position by a 
severe course of political economy, in which he was to be 
coached by Joseph himself.
Although the simple, loving fellow was not over troubled 
with brains, he had a fair memory, and the catechism of 
“Laissez faire” was battled with in a way only possible to a 
youthful lover. Even old John was astonished at his progress, 
and helped him over many of the difficult parts.
And now he was married and had been appointed, 
according to promise, “Chief Clerk of Australasia.”
His official residence was in the South Island of New 
Zealand; this Island having been appropriated by Wondergilt 
to be the residence of the upper clerks of Australasia.
So here they are, in their charming little retreat that Charlie 
calls the “bird’s nest,” as fond a pair of lovers as might be seen 
in a day’s march. Marriage had not been a mistake in their 
case, nor did it seem likely to be. Not only were they devotedly 
attached to each other, but they had everything that the heart 
could wish for. It was a maxim with Wondergilt that fidelity, 
like every other commodity, had its price; that an employer 
must make it pay better for his servants to be honest and 
faithful than to rob and cheat, and he willingly paid the price. 
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One half of his entire enormous profits was divided amongst 
his clerks in the ratio of the responsibility of their positions.
This charming residence with its terraces, its verandahs, 
its acres of sweet orchids and palms, all under glass, its dells 
of wild flowers, its miles of shady walks, its flower gardens, 
ferneries, and everything that a home could require, was only 
a pleasure retreat. Their residence proper was the vast marble 
palace, that might be seen, standing on an imposing position, 
about five miles away, on the range of hills, to the south of 
the setting sun. On the same hills were a number of other 
magnificent mansions, the homes of the subordinate clerks.
But our two young friends preferred the quiet of their 
simple home, with its superb view of the Southern Alps, to 
the formal life of the palace, where, of course, they held their 
great receptions. The pair are still on the verandah, sitting on 
a luxurious couch. But Nature has passed her brush over the 
picture painted by the setting sun; the nearly full moon has 
risen over the mound to the east of the house.
A tall observatory, in the form of a ruined castle, surmounts 
the hill, and the moon’s silvery beams shine through the 
broken openings of the walls and window spaces, producing a 
perfectly fairy-like effect.
The pure white light is falling on the terraces in front of 
the pair, silvering the flights of steps, the balustrades and the 
piers, with their vases and statuary, showing off their beauty 
in a manner that daylight never does. But the beauty of the 
place must not detain us. The actors, not the scenery, make 
the play.
The two young people are busily talking as they sit together 
in the corner of the couch. Little Dora looked up earnestly 
into her husband’s face, and said:
“Charlie, you must take me to see the people on your next 
journey. I was talking to Robinson when he was over here the 
other day, and he tells me that the general mass of the people 
Morganeering24
are so poor that if they fall ill or get too old to work, they soon 
die of starvation, and I want to go and see for myself.”
“If you talk like that, Dora, I shall get your father to give 
you a course of training in political economy.”
“But, Charlie dear, you have learned all about it. I would 
sooner learn from you than from father. Tell me why it is 
when we have such immense wealth that we don’t know what 
to do with it−a superb palace with hundreds of servants, gold 
and silver plate, endless courses of costly food which to both 
of us is only a wearisome waste and irksome formalism, why 
is it that millions of starving sick and aged are slowly dying of 
destitution?”
“It does seem strange,” he answered, “but all these things 
are discussed in the gospel of self-love, the catechism of 
Laissez faire. You see, population always tends to overtake 
the food supply, and terrible destitution thus thins out the 
weaker while the stronger survive; so the race improves and 
gets stronger and cleverer every year.”
“But would not the cruel and selfish, those who never think 
of anybody but themselves, be the ones to live?”
“Yes, certainly. But as each individual gets cleverer in taking 
care of himself, the race gets cleverer as a whole.”
“Quite so, Charlie, but don’t you see that on such a plan 
of selection, generosity, kindliness, pity and all the qualities 
comprehended under the term love, in fact most of the 
qualities that differentiate us from the brute would quickly 
disappear and the brute-like qualities such as greed, cunning, 
jealousy would soon be the type of the people of the earth.”
“I do not remember if that were in the catechism,” her 
husband answered. “We will speak to your father about it 
when he comes.”
“I do not think it is right,” said Dora, “for us to have so 
much as to feel it a real burden, and for others to have so little.”
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“It is right, certainly, although it is difficult to explain. You 
see Mr Wondergilt owns all the capital in the world. If he were 
to bury it in the Atlantic ocean, the people would be mere 
helpless, naked creatures, who would have to dig roots with 
their fingers, fight unarmed with wild animals, and sustain a 
miserable existence on berries and wild fruit. It is capital that 
makes all the difference. Your father explained that nicely to 
me. All this wealth has become, by strictly legitimate means, 
the property of Mr Wondergilt, and the people earn as much, 
and in fact, more than they would have without capital. By 
the aid of machinery, and of the division of labour, one tenth 
of the people are able to produce sufficient of the prime 
commodities of life to keep the whole. This bare sufficiency 
is allowed them. If more were allowed, the population would 
simply increase, until a greater, more wide-spread destitution 
again produced non-survival.”
“Is this really the case? Do the two thousand millions who 
now live on earth only get one-tenth, and Wondergilt nine-
tenths of the wealth of the world? It seems monstrous.”
As Dora said this her eyes flashed with wild, indignant 
anger.
“The people do not get one-tenth of the wealth,” her 
husband answered. “Wealth is another name for stored labour. 
The people are so thriftless they have no stored labour. They 
merely live from hand to mouth, consequently they have no 
wealth.”
“Do you mean to say that Wondergilt has all the wealth 
of the world, and nine-tenths of the income? It is shameful. I 
hate the horrid little man, and his scraggy wife too. You may 
reverence him as much as you like. I do not believe in him.”
No doubt there was a little personal feeling in Dora’s 
invective. She had been much piqued at his indifference of 
manner, and also at the cold stare with which Mrs Wondergilt 
had regarded her at the reception.
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Her husband looked at her reproachfully, and said:
“Dear Dora, this is worse than agnosticism; it sounds 
atheistical, it borders on the profane. I am glad, dear, you 
opened your mind to me. Such language, coming from your 
father’s favourite child, would have unhinged his powerful 
intellect.”
“I should like to talk to father about it.”
“Darling, you must not be rash; besides, you must 
remember that Mr Wondergilt shares one-half of the whole 
of his enormous profits among his officials, who do the real 
work of the world by their heavy brain exertion. The work of 
the people is merely mechanical.”
“Do not be so horribly solemn,” Dora replied, “I will not 
speak to father if you think it will hurt his feelings. But, dear 
Charlie, it is nothing but legal robbery.”
“What a little goose you are! Robbery is illegal appropriation. 
It is so defined in the catechism. How can robbery, then, be 
legal? It is a contradiction in terms. But don’t think that I am 
laughing at your mistake. I made the same blunder until its 
fallacy was pointed out to me by your grandfather.”
“Well, if it is not robbery, it is not right, anyway.”
“Yes, Dora, it is right. You see, right is anything that agrees 
with the catechism, and wrong is anything that does not so 
agree. If this were not the case, where would the test of right 
and wrong be? Before that was clearly understood, people 
held all sorts of opinions. There were hundreds of different 
religions. Right in any one was wrong in all the rest. In Africa it 
was wrong, nay, almost a crime, for an unmarried young lady 
to wear clothes−in Europe, it was worse to be seen without. 
It was wrong, in England, to destroy a deformed, suffering, 
idiot infant, whilst it was a virtue in a Thug1 to destroy the 
1 Thugs or Thugee, named after a Hindi word for decent, were fraternities of crim-
inals who robbed and killed travelers. They were first recorded in the fourteenth-
century and suppressed in the early nineteenth-century.
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most perfect human being. No, my sweet pet, there must be 
a definite code of right and wrong, or we should be nowhere, 
and this code the splendid, logical catechism of Laissez faire 
supplies.”
“I do not believe it,” Dora replied. “I believe there is 
something higher than any code made by a section of 
mankind to serve their own ends. I believe Robinson is right. 
He says we must trace the evolution of man and find how his 
emotions have been developed by evolution. Then place him 
in positions consonant with the growth of those emotions that 
essentially differentiate man from the brute, such as heroism 
and wide-reaching sympathy. He says that men’s idea of 
justice, of honesty, of truth, of right and wrong differ with the 
place and date of their birth. He says there is a definite truth, a 
clear right and wrong, but we are so blinded by prejudice that 
we have never honestly tried to find it.”
“Well, Dora, perhaps Robinson is right. But dearest, you 
are trembling. Whilst I have been thoughtlessly talking you 
have been taking cold in the night air. Do come inside.”
The pair went into the warm luxurious drawing-room. 
Their long talk had not prevented Dora from still insisting on 
going with her husband on his next visit of inspection, so they 
discussed the grand levee1 of officials, it would be their duty to 
hold in their palace before setting out on their journey.




The next day the weather being superb and a favourable 
North-east wind blowing, they chose their little aeromote1 
to go to the palace. The car of this was anchored in a dell, 
surrounded with trees, at the back of the house, so that the 
wind was hardly perceptible. The cords were released and the 
graceful vehicle sailed away over the city.
As they approached it they saw that something unusual 
was taking place, and soon a gigantic specimen of the aerial 
navy was seen at the anchoring ground.
When they arrived at the palace they found that Dora’s 
father had arrived, nominally on a journey of inspection, 
but if truth be told, the little golden-haired beauty, Dora, had 
much to answer for, in the visit; Joseph had long been pining 
to see his pretty favourite, and here he was. Word came soon 
after that he would be with them for luncheon.
The palace, the residence of the chief clerk of Australasia, 
was a marble building, covering about six acres of ground on 
the side of the hill. It was not unlike the Capitol at Washington.
There were the same enormous flights of steps, and the same 
unity of design. The reception rooms were truly marvellous in 
their stupendous dimensions and their bewildering beauty. 
But it was the grounds that Dora and her husband loved. 
Immediately to the south of the palace, and just below its 
level, was a precipitous valley, branching off in all directions at 
its upper end. A broad walk ran around the top of the valley, 
which had exquisitely picturesque rustic bridges spanning its 
main branches, while here and there, where the path came to 
the precipitous edges of the valley, it was protected by a rustic 
fence. Grand auracarias2 and other trees were above the path, 
1 As described in more detail in Chapter VIII, an aeromote (also spelled æromote) 
generally consisted of a double balloon, each of an elongated pear shape, with the 
small end forward. These two were placed concentrically on a long tube, jointed in 
the middle so that the two parts could make any angle with each other.
2 Araucaria is a species of evergreen.
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whilst in the valley below was a marvellous fernery, almost 
overshadowed by magnificent weeping willows that grew in a 
leaning position out of the sides of the upper part of the valley.
The view from the palace was everywhere very fine. This 
superb panorama could be seen unobstructed over the top 
of the willows from the rustic bridges. The valley was so 
protected that on the roughest day in winter warm spots 
could be found, enticing the visitor to take a rest. The grounds 
had been originally laid out as the garden of a convalescent 
home, years before Wondergilt had appropriated the island 
for his officials.
Many of the trees were of great age and size, but the fernery 
was the gem of the whole, if gem is a suitable word to use for 
a place covering about an acre.
More than a hundred of the tree ferns were over thirty feet 
high, while the spreading, silver lined heads of fronds of some 
of the Cyathias were fully twenty feet broad, and some of the 
black ferns even broader still, although they were not so tall.1
Under these in the damper nooks were masses of the crape-
like todea and filmy ferns.2 Down in the centre ran a sparkling 
cataract of clear water cunningly arranged so that its spray 
was all caught by the mosses and fronds of the ferns, and 
the paths kept quite dry. The main path led by an easy grade 
entirely around and along the sides of the valley, bending back 
and entering it about a third of the way up where the fernery 
was seen at perfection.
But perhaps the most exquisite view of all was from above 
the ferns, and below the weeping willows, where the crowns of 
1 Cyathias (more correctly cyathium with the plural cyathia) one of pseudanthia 
(“false flowers”) forming the inflorescence of plants in the genus Euphorbia 
(Euphorbiaceae). Black ferns are the Cyathea medullaris, a large tree fern.
2 The todea are the Todea barbara or the king fern. Filmy ferns are the 
Hymenophyllaceae that are generally restricted to very damp places or to locations 
where they are wetted by spray from waterfalls or springs.
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all the tree ferns could be seen at once, as well as the beautiful 
cataract.
Of course this fernery could not compare in size with the 
many natural fern groves of the West Coast, where some of the 
such groves extend for miles. There, however, the continual 
rain is a drawback to their full enjoyment, but this spot was 
in the lovely climate of Canterbury, with its light rainfall and 
sunny skies, and hence was rightly prized by the persons who 
were allowed to visit it.
Dora, as was her wont, went at once to the fernery, but a 
message from her husband soon called her away.
The visit of her father produced intense excitement, the 
whole of officialdom was in a ferment.
But soon all was ready, and at luncheon, which Dora and 
her husband took alone with their father, Jones submitted 
Dora’s difficulties to him.
He at once owned that in the individual struggle for 
existence all self-seeking qualities must rule. “But, my dear,” 
he said. “You see all this culminates in the enlightened 
selfishness that now characterises the priesthood of wealth. 
Look at this glorious place! This Wondergilt pays us as the 
wages of our fidelity. How could any one of us be better 
off were Wondergilt the most altruistic instead of the most 
selfish of men. So long as we avoid violence, the struggle of 
each competing individual tends to the improvement of the 
race. When each is for himself every faculty is strained to the 
utmost, and the greatest result is produced.”
“I think, father, you are wrong. I do not think that self is the 
great inducement for a man to work. I am sure it is his wife, 
his children, those that he loves.”
“You are right there, Dora dear,” said Charlie. “Just think 
of it. I never could study at all at school. I was always at the 
bottom of my class. I never cared for the prizes; other fellows 
liked them, and I was glad they got them, but when I had to 
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work or give you up, study became a pleasure; I used to be up 
with the lark, I gloried in the difficulties. How happy we used 
to be of an evening when I was able to show you the progress 
I was making! I believe, Dora, you are quite right. It is the 
love of others, and the approbation of one’s fellows that are 
the main inducements to work when one’s bodily wants are 
supplied.”
A frown was gathering on Joseph Servile Crawley’s brow as 
Dora was speaking; when Jones took up the argument his face 
became positively malignant.
“Jones,” he said, “that you should talk in this way after 
the trouble my father and I have taken with your education, 
surprises me. It is extremely painful. Gratitude from anyone 
is not expected in these days, but enlightened self-interest 
should have prevented you from allowing yourself to become 
so rusty. Your neglect is sapping the foundations of your faith.”
Dora and her husband were horrified. They hardly saw 
their fault, but they felt very guilty, and Charles promised that 
he and his wife would study the Catechism together after their 
return from the visit of inspection.
He then led his father-in-law to give the history of the 
appropriations of Wondergilt, and soon a pleased look 
replaced the awful frown.
Charles had asked about the unsuccessful struggle of the 
Federated Commune of the Netherlands, a subject which 
always seemed to delight the old man; for it was due to himself 
chiefly that the victory had been won.
“Yes,” he said, “the absorption of China was difficult, 
but nothing to that little federation. In China, Wondergilt’s 
influence in the China trade told, and he had the great banker, 
Clink Tin, who had gradually been absorbing all its capital. 
It was easy for Wondergilt to help him in some of his heavier 
ventures, and when Clink Tin got the entire grip of China, 
we engaged him in American specs., and soon the end came, 
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and he was absorbed. But with the Netherlands there was no 
big capitalist to hook. It was like trying to catch minnows to 
feed a whale. Wondergilt wanted to give up, but I would not 
hear of it, and it was my ultimate success that gave him such 
confidence in me, that led to my present post.”
“But, father,” said Dora, “do tell us about the people. We 
don’t know anything about them.”
“They were a dreadful lot; they had no reverence for Laissez 
faire at all. In fact, they urged that perfect liberty only existed 
where no one wanted it; where each acted solely for the group, 
and cultivated self only for the good of others. They not only 
believed but actually practiced that most diabolical of all 
heresies−paternal government. They lived in groups of from 
a hundred to over a thousand persons. They had no personal 
ownership of anything. Even in the training of children they 
submitted to the opinion of the group. They were so thriftless 
that they never insured.”
“They must have suffered much if they were so improvident,” 
said Jones.
“No, they did not. Here the evil of the example told. When 
a great fire occurred, aid was at once given by other groups 
and they were reinstated just as though there had been no 
loss. They never seemed to worry about anything. They were 
always junketing and merrymaking. They had no respect for 
financial genius, no worship of wealth.
“The apparent success of this improvidence was so 
demoralising to a creature so naturally tending to generosity 
as man, that grave fears were entertained as to whether it 
would not imperil society and ‘open the flood gates.’ In fact, at 
one time, it was actually feared their heresies would infect the 
world. Perhaps the most diabolical heresy of all, was that man 
had not really been developed by the struggle for self, but by 
the persistence of the group in which there was most love for 
others and least self-seeking. In fact, that race preservation 
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and not self-preservation, was the agent that developed the 
divine in man. That to lead by love rather than rule by law, 
was the true mode of dealing with mankind. These doctrines 
were so plausible and yet so destructive of all the best 
established principles of current political economy, that it was 
imperatively necessary to stamp them out.”
“Of course I know the question is silly,” said Dora, “but I 
suppose it was not possible they were right?”
“Right! How could they be right? If they were right, where 
would all our ethical principles be? Where would be our 
competitive family system? Where our religion? Why, if they 
were right, our morals, our manners, our very creeds would 
be wrong. It is clearly impossible their views can be right.”
“Really, dear papa. If it were anyone but you who said the 
contrary, I should believe they were right, but you know so 
much better than I do.”
“Yes, Dora. I feel that to an unprejudiced person their 
principles sound right. In fact, so singularly plausible did they 
seem to me that I urged Wondergilt not to give in. He let me 
have carte blanche, and we succeeded, but at a tremendous 
expenditure. I believe it cost ten times the value of the 
miserable little concern to absorb it.”
Servile Crawley saw that this forcible indictment did not 
inspire Dora or her husband with the horror that he had 
expected; but Dora mollified him by asking in a tone of deep 
interest:
“How did you ultimately succeed?” For she really had been 
interested in the tough little handful of hardy men.
“They had an old national debt,” her father answered. “We 
got possession of that, but the interest was regularly paid; 
for although no individual owned a single yard of land, or a 
stick of property, they used to work splendidly, for all their 
giddy ways. So long as they could sell, they were all right, and 
this the genuine character and superior quality of their work 
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easily enabled them to do. But when we got possession of all 
the rest of the world, we could produce a glut in the market 
of everything they manufactured, so they could not sell any 
longer.”
“That was very cruel; I think you did wrong, father.”
“Wrong, my dear! Why, that was the most common 
practice. That was the way the great manufacturers always 
managed. They glutted the market with the commodity 
made by any small factories they wished to absorb. After 
the absorption they could charge what they liked. If anyone 
started when the price was up, they either bought them up or 
again swamped them. In the case of colonial manufacturers 
the local merchant always informed us when a factory started. 
We used to let it get a good swing, then, when their capital 
was converted into stock, we made enormous consignments. 
The articles went to the hammer and the factory burst up. I 
am surprised you should not like the methods. It is the one 
generally practiced by the most honourable syndicates.”
“That does not seem to me to make it right,” said Dora, 
“but please finish your story.”
“Well, you see, we would only take the interest in gold, and 
that they could only get by selling something. They melted 
all their old regalia and jewels, and sold all gems and antique 
works of art that we could not undersell. But all were gone 
at last, and then, when they could not pay the interest, we 
foreclosed. Wondergilt was not spiteful, but gave them work 
all over the world, and so the commune was broken up.
“But, my dear, your husband and I have a lot of work to 
attend to, so we must go,” and kissing her fondly, he left her.
CHAPTER VI.--THE COMMUNIST.
After luncheon, when Dora went again to walk in the fernery, 
she saw a young man planting some choice young palms. He 
had not noticed her approach, and seemed to go about his 
work in an absent, brooding manner. Suddenly he stopped, 
and after muttering for some time, threw his hands above his 
head, and said:
“Oh, heavens!−how long will this dread inequity, this awful 
despotism, last? Will no one rid us of this tyrant? Is this wrong 
ever to continue unavenged?”
The frightened girl sank into a hidden seat, thinking the 
man mad. She was afraid to move. He murmured something, 
but she could only catch the words:
“Horrible, most horrible.”
He then again stood meditating, but after a few minutes 
went on with his work. In doing so he turned his face 
towards her and she recognised she had seen him before, and 
remembered that she had noticed at the time the strikingly 
pensive look on his intelligent face. It was a countenance 
almost exactly similar to Apollo Belvedere1, and so unlike the 
official faces as almost to suggest a different breed. Dora’s taste 
had never become quite aquiline, so she looked at him with 
feelings of admiration and hearty sympathy.
She had noticed him about for over a fortnight, and he 
always seemed to have the same melancholy appearance. The 
look of calm despair that had settled itself on his face went 
straight to the heart of the loving girl. She saw it was acute 
mental anguish, not madness, that afflicted him, and she rose 
from her seat and approached him. He looked at her with a 
startled glance, and then her sweetly pitying look caused a 
smile of pleasure to light up his face. She advanced timidly, 
and said:
1 The Apollo Belvedere is a marble sculpture that is now housed in the Pio-
Clementine Museum of the Vatican.
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“You seem unhappy; can I do anything for you? Are you 
ill?”
“No, lady, you can do nothing,” he answered.
“Perhaps I can. Please tell me what it is troubles you so very 
much. I may be able to help you.”
“No, lady, you can do nothing for me. Can you send me 
back to my dear wife in China? Can you do anything to 
oppose the wishes of that fiend in human form, that demon of 
cruelty, whose word rules the world? Who can oppose Joseph 
Servile Crawley?”
“What are you saying?” exclaimed Dora. “Don’t speak in 
that dreadful way of my father. I am sure he will do anything 
I ask him.”
The young man stood transfixed with astonishment.
“You his daughter!” he said. “It cannot be true. You are 
beautiful. You look loving. There is no trace of the fiendish 
financial face in you. Explain to me who you are.”
Dora, though much shocked at the young man’s remarks 
about her father, was too full of pity to feel angry. She felt hurt 
and amazed, but the fine, mellow voice of her companion, his 
clear enunciation, his refined manner and his deep despair, 
all helped remove any feeling of anger, and to increase her 
interest in him. So she said:
“I think you have been misinformed, it must be someone 
else. Why should my father hate you?”
“The reason is not far to seek,” he answered. “He has never 
forgiven me my opposition to his plans when I lived in the 
Netherlands.”
“Were you ever there?” asked Dora.
“I was born there, and lived there until six years ago, when 
I was twenty-two years of age.”
“Do tell me about that unfortunate country,” she said, 
entirely forgetting her father in the interest she felt in the 
young man, and in the unfortunate federation.
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“What do you want to know?”
“Tell me all about you used to live, how you differed from 
the rest of mankind. I want to know if you were happy, as 
happy as the people are now. I do not know anything about 
the world. I have never been anywhere but at school and in 
my father’s house and husband’s home. But please tell me first 
how you came here and what you are doing.”
“I am a botanist. I love nature and beauty. In the dear home 
of my youth each person studied and worked at what he chose, 
because what a person liked he generally did best, and so the 
group was benefited most when every individual had perfect 
liberty. Almost all unpleasant work we did by machinery.
“This liberty caused art, science and invention so to abound 
that in one short decade prior to the terrible struggle that 
terminated in our extinction, more original work was done 
than in all the rest of the world in a century. I loved nature and 
became a botanist. Do you love art, lady?” he suddenly asked, 
“and know its history.”
“I am passionately fond of all things beautiful,” said Dora.
“Then you must have noticed how art how art has always 
flourished with liberty. You have only to think of the period 
of Greek art when Greece was a republic under Pericles,1 
then of the art of Elizabeth’s reign2, when the trammels of the 
Pope and of Spain were overthrown.” His eyes glowed with 
enthusiasm as he spoke, but she led the conversation back to 
himself.
“How did you come here?” she asked.
“I was sent here to bring semi-hardy palms and beautiful 
plants from China and Japan, and these I am planting. I 
planted the fernery, designed the cataract and built the bridges 
a few years ago.”
1 Pericles (494–429 BCE) was a Greek statesman who helped create the Athenian 
empire and promoted art, architecture, and literature.
2 Elizabeth I of England (1533–1603/Queen 1558–1603). Her reign saw a great 
flourishing of English literature and art, and drama in particular.
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“Is that lovely work yours? You are an artist as well as a 
botanist.”
“A practical botanist must be an artist, must have 
imagination. How could he plant a tiny palmlet in its true 
place, unless he could imagine the long slender stem with the 
crown of feathery fronds?”
“Do you study the place of every tree you plant, even when 
you do it under the orders of those you dislike?”
“I love my work. I hate the system. The true artist must use 
his imagination. When I designed the cataract I pictured to 
myself the fall of the water, the direction of the spray and all 
its peculiarities.”
“And do you do all this simply because you love your 
work,” Dora said, “I wonder you do not just copy and care for 
nothing.”
“To the artist to invent is like flight to the bird, to copy is to 
labour in chains.”
“Why are you so unhappy this morning?” Dora asked.
“Why! Because the common enemy to human welfare is 
in this place, the chief representative of a demoniac system.”
“You mean my father, I fear,” she said.
“I mean Joseph Servile Crawley, whom I could not believe 
to be your father; for I have seen him. He is self personified, 
you seem to be of a loving nature.”
“My father loves me, but I fear, though I am not able to 
judge, we are living under a false system. The problem seems 
to be too difficult, but I know that my father did not bring 
you here; it was I who unintentionally did it. I wanted the 
same man who planted some ferns some time ago, to put in 
some new plants, but little did I think that I should be doing 
wrong. Why did you come if you wanted to stay at home? My 
husband always says every one does as he pleases.”
“Yes, that is the vile cant of the school. A man may see all 
he loves starve, and starve himself for want of wages−that is 
THE COMMUNIST 39
his liberty. I was told my work was finished where I was; but if 
I chose to take work at this place I could have it, and absence 
is better than seeing my Lois and Hector starve.”
“What is your name?”
“George Sterling.”
“I must not stay longer now, but tell me, were you happy in 
your communal home?”
“Happy! It was heaven. Love was the only law. All love was 
free. The wider the range of love, the greater the good of the 
commune.”
“Were the families in separate cottages?”
“They lived as they liked, but man is so naturally a social 
animal that they generally lived together.”
“Were there no quarrelling and jealousy?”
“Scarcely any. The commune was the family; one large 
home with everything to make life happy. A few hours labour 
sufficed, but the majority loved their work passionately and 
never felt it a burden. We had no small cares; our children, 
our aged parents, our delicate friends, were the care of the 
entire group. We mourned the loss of a friend or relative 
when death took them, but a wide circle of friends consoled 
us. There was none of that continual grief that often makes the 
home miserable for years, and none of that terrible despair 
and shame that infects a whole family when a girl falls or 
some member commits a crime. Each had perfect liberty to 
do as he liked, his only liking being the good of others.”
“If love was free did it not produce conflict and immorality?”
“Certainly not. Love is the gold of existence. The wider the 
love, the richer the life. No love was ever misplaced, because 
all had perfect liberty. Depend upon it, lady, love of others is 
the true secret of life. Not enlightened self-love. Love is the 
one universal quality of man. The lowest, the most depraved, 
have wells of love, if only the crusts of formalism, the husks 
of depravity be removed. Wherever, as in the perfect paradise 
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of our dear home, there is no formalism, no ostentation, no 
temptation to crime, love shows itself as the one unmistakeable 
peculiarity of the human race.”
Dora knew she would be missed, so promising to see him 
again, she hastily ran home to find her husband just released 
and wondering where she was.
CHAPTER VII.--THE RECEPTION.
For some time she was very busy with preparations for her 
own trip and also for the grand reception that was to be held 
in honour of her father’s visit and of their own departure. The 
ceremonial was of extraordinary brilliancy. The reception 
itself was held in the great guest chamber, which covered 
almost exactly an acre, and was exceedingly artistic in design. 
A kind of double gallery of alcoves ran one above another 
entirely around the room. The altar or throne, which was on 
a dais in the centre of one side of the vast chamber, was a gem 
of Arabic art. Above the canopy of this dais were a number 
of exquisitely upholstered chairs, artistically covered with 
the richest specimens of oriental fabric. These seats were 
approached by a flight of stairs outside the chamber. The 
whole hall was in the Arabic style of art and reminded one 
of an enormously enlarged Court of Lions of the Alhambra,1 
the horse-shoe arches supporting the alcoves being superbly 
decorated. In one of these boxes a spectator could easily see 
the whole scene.
At eight precisely−for punctuality was a characteristic of the 
new priesthood−Dora, her husband and her father entered. 
As they entered the room the band played a few strains of 
a processional march. Every person present stood with head 
reverently bowed during the walk from the entrance to the 
altar. Then the presentation began. Only the chief officials 
were presented, so the ceremony was over in little more than 
an hour, and then Dora left to go up to the seats above the dais. 
She was preceded by her chamberlain, Sir Obsolete Courtly, 
who had been especially selected by her father on account of 
his knowledge of court etiquette, for her father wished to train 
her somewhat erratic and wilful way into a manner a little 
more formal and stately.
1 The Alhambra is a castle and fortress in Grenada, Spain.
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To Dora her chamberlain was a constant source of 
amusement. “Ridiculous old creature,” she would say to her 
husband, “what with his pads, his wig and his artificial teeth, 
he reminds me of an animated automaton. Every bow and 
nod seems to be regulated by springs. He appears to go by 
clockwork and he does it all with a countenance as solemn as 
an owl’s. Why on earth did father send such a piece of prime 
deportment to convert me into a sort of resuscitated mummy, 
moved by machinery?”
To the old courtier, used to the slow and heavy ways of 
royalty in its court attire, the merry girl was as much an 
enigma as a schoolboy to an old maiden lady. He simply 
could not make her out. The old fossil was married to a young 
and beautiful girl, tall and stately, but with a look of settled 
melancholy on her lovely face. Dora had tried to make a friend 
of her, but her manner was too cold and reserved, and so she 
had given up the attempt.
To return to Joseph Servile Crawley. After the presentations 
were over he strolled about, speaking a few words on business 
matters to those of importance he personally knew. From 
above it was easy to see where he was; for a kind of human 
furrow seemed to be produced by an invisible plough. As he 
moved all the high plumes of the ladies and the powdered 
heads of the gentlemen were reverently bent towards him. It 
is hardly worth while to attempt a description; for it is only 
necessary to get an old account of a Victorian court ceremonial 
at Buckingham palace to understand the really praiseworthy 
and striking sycophancy, the finished obsequiousness, the 
courtly cringing, the trained servility that showed the fine tone 
of the crowd, and testified both to the thoroughness and the 
quality of their education. Nothing so proved the high birth of 
most of the officials as the power of flattery and fawning that 
characterised them, if, perhaps, we except the ease with which 
this servile obsequiousness in the presence of a person able to 
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grant a favour changed to insolent arrogance in the presence 
of those who happened to want one.
After a time Dora rose to leave. Sir Obsolete Courtly 
instantly backed his way to the door and preceded her down 
stairs, walking backward and, as he gained each step, giving a 
bow just as if he were preceding a princess royal. This was the 
mode of progress at all official ceremonials. At first it amused 
Dora but now it irritated her, so she slipped quickly by him, 
ran to the bottom and sat down and waited for him. The old 
fellow looked at her with such an air of pained surprise that 
she felt quite sorry for him, and said:−“My dear Sir Obsolete, 
it was very naughty of me, but I will try to behave better next 
time.”
But matters of more importance than a clerical reception 
have to be narrated. So we must hasten on.
Much to Dora’s regret she could not get time to see Sterling 
again, but she managed to get him sent back to China by telling 
Charles that all was done that was required. She sent word 
that she hoped to see him again, perhaps, at his own home. 
As for her father, she feared him far too much to say anything 
to him about Sterling, so the matter, although it produced a 
temporary effect, passed for a time out of her memory. Her 
mind was at rest, as she believed that he was now happy at 
home with his wife.
After the departure of Joseph Servile Crawley, everyone 
was full of excitement over the many duties to be performed 
on the important trip of inspection on which they were to 
start immediately. In these heavy duties Jones had much 
assistance from his secretary, whom he had just appointed 
with the consent of Joseph Servile Crawley.
Arthur Stanley had been Charlie’s good-natured senior at 
school, and his cleverness and geniality had made the younger 
boy look up to him as an altogether superior being. This 
friendship had always remained, and when Charles got his 
Morganeering44
important appointment he at once thought of the old times at 
school, and how cleverly Arthur had often helped him out of a 
scrape, and over a difficulty, and he felt he would be quite safe 
in his responsible position if he had his old friend as secretary 
and confidant. The subject was broached to Joseph Servile 
Crawley and an inquiry instituted. They found the young 
fellow to be holding a post of some responsibility in which he 
was giving great satisfaction, so no difficulty was made and 
the appointment received the official approbation.
The Australasian State æromote had been thoroughly 
overhauled, and everything was now in order for the visit of 
inspection, the account of which we will postpone to the next 
chapter.
CHAPTER VIII.--THE JOURNEY TO 
WELLINGTON.
The next morning being entirely favourable, a start was made 
at an early hour, an immense number of people being present 
to see them off, as Dora was a universal favourite in the court, 
where she reigned supreme; for not only her position but also 
her beauty, and her sweet loving disposition had won golden 
opinions from all. But embraces and hand shaking had to be 
cut short; for Stanley had decided to take full advantage of 
the beautiful weather to be on their way. So word was given, 
the anchorings were removed, the engines revolved, and the 
state æromote of Australasia had started, leaving a field of 
fluttering handkerchiefs, which soon from the height they 
rose to, looked like a patch of waving corn daisies.
“How glorious it is,” said Dora, “we seem to be quite still 
and the houses falling away from us.”
“How plainly we can see the plan of the city; it looks like a 
great chart,” her husband said in reply.
“Whilst we are looking,” Stanley remarked, “the chart has 
given place to an extended map of the estuary. Soon we shall 
have a good view of Banks Peninsula with its five great extinct 
volcanoes. These volcanoes were probably extinct before the 
last great glacial epoch; now each crater is a separate harbour, 
the entrance to each being the channel, that had probably 
been formed by the slowly grinding ice, of which the highest 
points of neve1 must have been immediately above the several 
craters.”
“The hills around Port Lyttelton,” Jones said, “are as circular 
as though they had been marked out by compass. And Quail 
Island is just a landing place for the compass to find a centre.”
“Exactly so,” Stanley replied, “it is the remains of the last 
eruption. Do you note how strikingly from where we are, 
1 Neve or ‘firn’ is a granular snow deposited on mountain tops, at an intermediate 
stage between snow and glacial ice.
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we can see all the dykes of the neighbourhood radiating 
directly from the island?” “So they do,” Dora replied. “Is it not 
wonderful? It is exactly like the star on a piece of plate glass, 
where a pebble has struck it.”
“A very good illustration,” Stanley replied. “The pressure 
starred the rock, which was then filled with molten lava and 
this consolidated rock forms the wall-like dykes. Probably 
nowhere else on earth can so perfect an example of volcanic 
pressure be found as this gigantic star extending itself in all 
directions for many miles.”
But even as they talked the scene was disappearing from 
view, the æromote having risen to a great height; for it had been 
considered advisable to take a course almost directly upwards 
to get into the current of the favourable wind. Everything 
in the speed of aerial travelling depends on getting with the 
wind and, as the currents are often in reverse directions at 
different heights, a careful watch of the cloud movements has 
to be kept, for upon these depends the height to which the 
balloon ascends. From the moment that compressed air was 
thought of as ballast, ballooning was easy work. At this time 
a complete æromote generally consisted of a double balloon, 
each of an elongated pear shape, with the small end forward. 
These two were placed concentrically on a long tube, jointed 
in the middle so that the two parts could make any angle with 
each other. If progress straight forward was wanted, the tube 
was of course straight. It was made of an aluminium alloy, 
exceedingly light and strong, and strengthened by welts. Into 
this trunk, which was divided into several compartments, air 
was pumped. It the balloon had to ascend there was a vacuum, 
and so on. The light storage batteries hung from the bottom 
of the balloon and here were also the screws and travelling 
car. Aerial travelling was very quick, very delightful, very 
expensive, and was only used by the great officials−never by 
the people.
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Dora had been watching the marvellous panorama 
gradually increasing in extent. First her friends had diminished 
into pigmies, then the houses and large buildings shrank until 
they seemed only a child’s box of toys; and then came the 
great pictures of untouched nature itself: the vast harbours, 
the hills and the peninsula. She had remained unusually silent 
but now found voice to say in a hushed manner.
“Charles, what insignificant creatures we are. It seems 
almost absurd to think that these insects, individually 
invisible, should be intriguing and struggling for a place a little 
more important than the one they occupy, when the world is 
so large and they so small. How beautiful all nature is and 
on what a colossal scale it is built! Look at that map! There is 
New Zealand. What a tiny spot it is! And the peninsula we are 
looking at is only a speck on it. Look at its deep, blue waters; 
its grand, rich scenery; its beautiful wood-clothed hills, and 
yet on the map of the world the whole is hardly visible. There 
must be room enough on it for countless myriads. I am so 
glad we are going to see how the millions of people on the 
earth fare, and what they are like!”
“You will soon see that, my dear,” said Charlie, “for in an 
hour or so we shall be in Wellington. We do not stay long 
there, but hurry on to the more populous cities of Australasia.”
Whilst Dora and her husband are talking we must take 
a glance at the secretary, Stanley, who has left them and is 
standing in a thoughtful attitude, absentmindedly watching 
the panorama to be seen from the car. He is a powerfully 
built young fellow, nearly thirty years of age. He has deep 
brown, almost black, eyes; dark clustering curly hair; bronzed, 
transparent skin, in which the colour comes and goes with 
every emotion. The mouth is rather full but exquisitely 
formed, the upper lip being a perfect Cupid’s bow. Unlike 
most young men, he has allowed his beard to grow, and this 
gives manliness to a face which otherwise might almost have 
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been too feminine in the faultless regularity of the features. 
He is a perfect specimen of the Norman type of manhood.
As we are describing him a singularly pensive look has 
come over his face. Dora had often noted this look which 
sometimes became almost despairing in its intensity and only 
a couple of days ago she had said to her husband.--
“Charlie, I am sure there is something wrong about Mr 
Stanley. I know he has some disgraceful secret that worries 
him. Depend upon it he has something on his mind, and it 
cannot be to his credit, or he would not keep it from you, his 
best friend.”
Poor Charlie knew all about it, and a perfect incubus the 
knowledge had been; for he was always on the verge of letting 
it out to his little wife. Only the promise of strict secrecy had 
restrained him, and he now blushed crimson at Dora’s words. 
She noticed this and said:
“Why, he is making you as bad as himself. I am sure you 
know all about it. I would not have believed it, if anyone had 
told me, that you had secrets from me. That is the meaning of 
your singular manner the last few days. I’ll never forgive you.”
With this she poutingly left him; but her husband could not 
bear that the slightest breeze should ruffle the calm of their 
perfect love, so he followed her and said: “Dora, you must not 
blame me. It is Stanley’s secret and not his alone. It is not to 
his discredit.”i After much more pleading on Charles’ part, the 
little fairy consented to a peace on the condition that Stanley 
made her a participant in the secret.
Charles conducted the negotiation and Stanley opened his 
heart to Dora.
“Some few years ago,” he said, “I was in France. I saw a 
beautiful girl and an old man in a phaeton with a somewhat 
restive horse. I had noticed the pair before and I thought 
what a very interesting picture they made. I supposed them 
to be father and daughter. On this occasion I was glancing 
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somewhat carelessly at them and their high-mettled horse, 
when all at once it struck me that the old man was unequal to 
the occasion. My surmise was correct; the horse was evidently 
unmanageable; suddenly it gave a swerve, rushed across the 
street and tore backwards in the direction they had come 
from. As they passed me I sprang forward, caught the reins 
and held on. I was carried onward for some distance by the 
vicious brute. But I succeeded in keeping my feet for some 
time and I had almost stopped the horse when I tripped and 
fell still holding the reins, and I was dragged a considerable 
distance. The horse was at last stopped, but I remember no 
more. I afterwards heard that the two were got out of the 
phaeton and I was picked up a good bit bruised. The girl 
ordered a cab, made the old man get in and took me to her 
home.
“When the doctor examined me it was found I was rather 
badly strained and bruised. The girl would not hear of my 
going to my hotel, especially as I had no friends in the place. 
Against her mother’s wish she constituted herself chief nurse 
and soon I knew all about her. She was not the daughter, but 
the promised bride of the old man, who was an important 
court official, in fact no other than Sir Obsolete Courtly. 
Engaged or not we were in love; my prospects, however, were 
not such as in the mother’s opinion to justify the breaking 
of an engagement with the old courtier. The girl appealed to 
him, but he said:
“‘The honour of the alliance I propose to bestow upon 
you should more than compensate for any mere sentimental 
likings, which are as fragile as Venetian glass.’ Lilian’s mother 
supported the old man’s arguments. The separation was most 
painful, and soon after Lilian became the wife of Sir Obsolete 
Courtly. It was like a thunderstorm to me to meet Lady 
Courtly at the great reception. I had not the least idea that she 
was in this part of the world.”
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“Did Lady Courtly know you were coming?”
“Yes, Mrs. Jones, she knew it and was prepared for the 
interview.”
“Poor Lady Courtly, and I thought her cold and disdainful, 
she must have suffered sadly.”
“Yes, she has. It was a sorrowful tale she told me of 
wearisome formalism, of incessant jealousy, of miserly 
nearness and, worst of all, of his hateful caresses.”
“She will miss you when you go with us.”
“No, in spite of her lonely lot she tells me I must not attempt 
to see her alone and only rarely in company.”
The story gave Dora a deep interest in the two young people. 
Hitherto she had not got on very well with the young wife 
of her of chamberlain. Now she made up her mind that she 
would make her one of her ladies in waiting. Dora, with her 
emotional nature, felt sympathy with everything connected 
with love; she knew what a perfect paradise satisfied love is. 
Life is one long May day with love. Every joy when shared 
is doubled, every care is divided. Dora had been enough by 
herself during her husband’s official visits to feel that the 
beauty of nature seemed to pain her if the loved one did not 
enjoy it too. It seemed selfish to enjoy it alone, in fact it was 
impossible to do so.
Dora was not far wrong. There is no true joy alone. The 
sight of the pleasure of others is the only genuine happi-
ness. Man is so constituted that if selfish gratification alone 
be sought, the pleasure of desire and of appetite palls, and 
the indulgence results in ennui and in nausea. Where on the 
face of the earth is there a more pitiable object than the blase 
man of the world or the pleasure seeking “globe trotter:” joy 
is always before him;−always evading him−true joy is only 
experienced by giving it to others. It is not the man who gains 
power, fame or riches, who is happy; of all men these are often 
the most miserable. He, and he alone, is happy, who uses the 
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little power, reputation or wealth that he has in the attempt to 
increase the well-being of humanity. Unfortunately our logi-
cal faculty has hitherto been so weak that the attempt to do 
good often results in evil, and this has quenched the fire of 
enthusiasm that burns naturally in the human heart. Let the 
problem once be solved as to what is the right and nine-tenths 
of mankind will do it.
But we must not leave Dora longer. She fully understood 
the misery of her two friends, and although the law was too 
strong to defy, she decided she would give the young people 
chances of enjoying each other’s company under proper chap-
eronage.
“What right,” she remarked to Charlie, “had the old icicle 
to choose a June bud and try to freeze it into as rigid a form as 
himself? I never have much liked the obsequious, ridiculous 
old creature, and now I look upon him as an ogre who has 
entrapped a fairy. The law ought to prevent such a union.”
“Dora, that is dangerous ground for you to take. I feel sure 
your father would not agree with you. It is interfering with the 
full rights of domesticity and might, perhaps, endanger the 
family system.”
He had been looking away as he was speaking but now he 
looked up. It was a dangerously explosive light that was in 
shining from Dora’s eyes, so he continued:
“Of course, Dora dear, I only throw out the suggestion; it is 
a subject you might sound your father on.”
“I do not need to sound him on it and you will be a traitor 
to your friend if you say a word to anyone about the matter.”
“Of course I would not speak to your father, I only sug-
gested you might do so.”
Dora was too pleased to have succeeded in getting Stan-
ley’s story to be angry long so she soon forgave her husband 
and they became excellent friends again.
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After the city had passed from sight Dora and her husband 
had been indulging in one of those delightful chats that seem 
absolutely inexhaustible in a pair who love each other and yet 
so incomprehensible to outsiders. Presently she saw the secre-
tary’s sad looks and her tender heart felt guilty.
“O, Charlie!” she said, “whilst we have been enjoying our-
selves we have never given a thought to Stanley, how selfish of 
us! Let us go to him.” Soon the bright little creature was chat-
ting merrily over the morning’s start and of what they would 
see in Wellington; for the city was coming in sight, a set of 
whitish specks against the sides of the high hills. As they got 
nearer they saw the splendid harbour, with its innumerable 
ships of one kind and another.
CHAPTER IX.--WELLINGTON.
Wellington had become the (metallurgical) centre of New 
Zealand. Its position and good harbour had caused all the 
copper, tin and other minerals to be brought from all parts 
of the islands to be smelted. Coal was supplied from the 
enormous coal-fields of Nelson, just across the strait. The 
ores were concentrated at the mines themselves but their 
metallurgical treatment was conducted in Wellington. Very 
little smoke showed the presence of the vast smelting furnaces 
that were all at work and even as the æromote floated above 
the densely inhabited city, very little arsenical or sulphurous 
smell could be detected. This was owing to the perfection with 
which waste of every kind was avoided. In olden times the 
entire vegetation for many miles would have been destroyed 
by the deleterious gases evolved by the furnaces and the whole 
district would have been rendered foggy by the hydrocarbons 
that imperfect combustion would have sent into the air from 
the thousands of tons of coal daily consumed in the vast 
foundries and other metal works; but now all these were 
utilised.
As the æromote gets closer to the city, hundreds of 
thousands of small, hut-like buildings were seen clustering 
around close courts and along stifling alleys−these were the 
residences of the working population.
But there is no chance for further observation of the city.
The æromote is at its destination, the car fixed to its 
anchorage and the many subordinate resident officials are 
preparing to receive the distinguished visitors. Great is the 
eagerness to see Dora, of whom there has been so much talk. 
Nor are the officials disappointed. She looks as sweet and 
lovable as the most sanguine would desire. Soon the party are 
driving in open carriages through the streets. Everything has 
an interest to Dora. As they drove the city was suddenly filled 
with strange sounds.
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“What is it?” she asked.
“It is the bulls and bells of the various works,” Stanley 
answered.
In an instant, as if by magic, the streets were filled with 
motley crowds of the hundreds of thousands of toilers of all 
kinds, who were quickly making their way to the separate huts 
to have their dinners.
“Charlie,” said Dora, “how very extraordinary the people 
look! What a mixture of races! Surely people from every part 
of the globe are here.”
It really was wonderful. As Dora spoke, a group of Chinese 
passed, with their pigtails curled up and showing under their 
hats, then a lot that looked like Germans, then a group of 
negroes−it was a most curious crowd.
“It is really most surprising,” continued Dora. “How is it 
that there is such a singular mixture?”
“It is Wondergilt’s idea to improve the race,” answered 
Charlie. “He believes that a mixture of breeds will produce 
variation, and evolution will proceed rapidly.”
The carriage was now at the place where they were to stay 
during their visit to Wellington. It had been built originally 
as the residence of the governor and was now occupied by 
the chief local clerk, the state-rooms being reserved for Jones 
and his party. At luncheon, which Dora chose to take with 
her husband and Stanley, she again referred to the curious 
mixture of races. Stanley, who was thoroughly versed in all 
the details of Wondergilt’s administration was able to explain 
it in full.
“You have, perhaps, heard that Wondergilt is greatly 
interested in race improvement.”
“O, yes,” answered Dora. “I remember father saying so 
when he was appointed chief clerk.”
“You know how wonderful the effect of breeding is; how the 
heavy dray horse and the swift racer are both produced from 
WELLINGTON 55
the same stock by artificial selection. So he hopes to produce 
powerful men of low intellect for heavy work and men almost 
all brain to do the thinking work and produce the mechanical 
improvements. But to effect this he must have great variation 
and this he hopes to get by crossing races as much as possible.”
“But I can’t see how Wondergilt hopes to improve the race 
by a lot of Chinese and negroes. But there; you tell me all 
about it. It’s no use my trying to puzzle my head about it.”
Stanley then proceeded to give a full account of Wondergilt’s 
ideas, often interrupted by Dora’s arguments against them 
and by Charlie’s questions to get fuller information. We will 
try and give the more important of the talk in person.
“The greater the variation at birth,” he said, “the more quickly 
the organisms accommodate themselves to the environment. 
Variation is caused by crossing unlike varieties. Hence, if a 
Caucasian marry a Malay or negro, there is more chance of 
variation than if two Caucasians marry. So Wondergilt only 
gives employment to those who, if they marry, wed a person 
of another race; of course two white people may marry. There 
is nothing to prevent them as all are perfectly free, only 
Wondergilt gives them no employment and as he is practically 
sole employer, such a pair, being without work, starve and die, 
so do not produce offspring.
“Wondergilt considers the Chinese a most important 
race; he looks upon them as the royal race of workers; for 
they work fifteen hours a day and seven days in the week, 
and live for a week on what an Englishman would eat in a 
day and they utterly ignore comfort altogether. Hence, in 
order to encourage marriage with this highly favoured race, 
slightly better positions are given to all Chinamen marrying 
Caucasians, and to white men who select a Chinese wife; 
so that the China strain will ultimately pervade the entire 
world, and the thrifty and industrious characteristics of the 
remarkable race will be universally prevalent.”
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Dora, who had remained silent during this account which 
took some time, burst out with:−
“Do you mean to say, that if two white persons love each 
other they cannot marry?”
“Not if they want employment,” answered Stanley.
“But,” he continued with a twinkle in his eye, for he dearly 
loved to see Dora’s indignation over the things with which 
she did not agree. “You must remember, although it may not 
be pleasant to the individual, consider the race. Think of the 
China trade! What a wonderful effect in cheapening produce 
that had.”
“I have never heard of that,” said Charlie. “What was the 
China trade?”
“Not know of it, Jones?” said Stanley. “Why we learnt all 
about it at school.”
“It was only taught in the senior classes and I never got on, 
you know,” replied Charlie.
“And I never heard of the China trade either,” said Dora, 
“Yet I was the first girl in the school, so you must not be so 
hard on Charlie. But tell us all about it.”
CHAPTER X.--THE CHINA TRADE.
“It was the China trade,” said Stanley, “that gave the elder 
Wondergilt the bulk of his prosperity. A book on China fell into 
his hands. It described the four hundred million inhabitants, 
with their habits of work over a hundred hours a week; the 
miserable pittance on which they lived; their extraordinary 
docility, and the ease with which they could be organised to 
do any kind of ordinary work. Singularly enough, only the 
day before he got the book, he was seen examining a packet 
of crackers, consisting of six dozen little paper cases, each 
separately made, each tied and touched, then all woven into a 
plait, so that the whole might explode in a series, yet these had 
been produced in China for a few cents. The extraordinary 
cheapness of labour, indicated by this, had staggered him, 
and whilst the matter was still in his mind, he came across a 
full account of this marvellous country. The coal-fields were 
estimated at four hundred thousand square miles, about 
twenty times the size of the coal-fields of Europe, whilst the 
store of iron seemed inexhaustible, and other minerals were in 
proportionate abundance. He felt like a man who had found 
a gold mine. Labour organisations rendered it difficult for the 
capitalist to get the shares his brain and capital deserved. As 
a rule, not more than half the profit could be depended upon 
as a certainty, as the share of the capitalist, whilst labour got 
fully as much. This miserable pittance irritated Wondergilt. 
What a chance of relief he had discovered. He could get 
German experts cheap and American capital. Soon he had 
it all organised. No prejudices were disturbed. Every Joss 
house in each district was overloaded with gifts, whilst the 
priests themselves were employed to open the furnaces and 
factories with religious ceremonies. A grand sacred festival 
was organised, and rice was distributed in all directions.
“The most modern appliances were quickly at work, 
turning the crude ore and coal into steel rails, etc. The copper 
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ore and calamine became taps and any other article for which 
the demand was large. Care was taken never to swamp any 
market; the goods were supplied at a little lower than the 
usual market price. Throughout the western nations the cost 
of labour fell, and the employers were almost ruined. The 
depression was most felt in England in consequence of the 
lack of intelligent training of the industrial population, and 
the obsolete nature of the working plant. One feature that 
led to the almost miraculous success of the China trade was 
the perfection of the appliances used, and the full scientific 
knowledge of the experts. This knowledge was not merely 
of routine work, it was also that clear insight into cause 
and effect which can only be gained by a full appreciation 
of the fundamental principles of science. At one time it was 
thought that in England there would have been a sound 
scientific training given to the entire working population. 
An eminent thinker of the period, Prof. Huxley,1 even went 
so far as to look forward to the time when technical training 
would be so general that an ordinary Member of Parliament 
would actually possess as much scientific knowledge as an 
elementary schoolboy.
“In a way his prediction was verified; they did really become 
equal in their scientific knowledge, but, unfortunately, equality 
was not attained by the growth of scientific information 
amongst the rulers, but by its absence from the ruled.
“Then as to the working plant. It had taken nearly a half-
century to demonstrate the bad form of the old furnaces. Even 
at this time terribly inefficient modes and appliances were in 
use, and it required the death of the trade to get rid of them. 
The combined effect of the lack of training and the mode of 
production, when contrasted with the perfect machinery of 
1 Thomas Henry Huxley (1825–1895) is now most remembered for his advocacy 
of Darwin’s evolutionary theories. In his lifetime, he was an advocate for scientific 
education, adult education, and educating workers.
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the Chinese industry, caused the profits of the employers to 
decrease until fully fifty millions of the Chinese were in the 
employ of Wondergilt’s syndicates. In the earlier days, before 
the labour markets of Europe sank to their lowest, the profits 
were stupendous, steel rails costing only one-fourth of what 
they sold for. It is estimated that about fifty thousand million 
dollars were made altogether by the syndicate and of this 
more than a third came to Wondergilt’s father.
“Jonathan, as a youth visited the China works, and the 
marvellous docility and industry of the people so impressed 
him, that he has thought highly of them ever since.”
“And so,” interrupted Dora, “he wants every white person to 
marry one of them to make children as docile and industrious 
as the Chinese, in order that he may get still more out of the 
people. To him, love is worthless; that two people should live 
together all their lives, who can hardly speak to each other 
and whose every thought is alien, is nothing! Doubtless it is 
important that the race should be improved, but this mode of 
doing it seems dreadful.”
“It is really bad,” answered Stanley, “but not so bad as you 
with your highly cultured nature would think. The people 
work so hard that each hut with its inmates is like a garrison 
stormed by starvation. Very uncongenial people become 
comrades under such circumstances and so with marriage. It 
is only when there is a fair degree of comfort and leisure, when 
the intelligence is trained and the emotions are active that the 
marriage bond is felt to gall. When the French peasant had to 
yoke his wife to the plough, so that they might both escape 
starvation, unsatisfied emotions, lack of sympathy in life’s 
motive, broken gods; difference of opinion in the training 
of children; illicit love; incompatibility of temper; and the 
thousand and one causes of ill-mated marriage amongst the 
higher natures were not likely to disturb the peace of such a 
home. The one thought was to avoid death by exposure or 
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starvation. So it is with the mass of workers now; one half are 
engaged in mining, the rest earn a mere subsistence by long 
and continuous labour. A docile acquiescence with the decrees 
of fate is the spirit of the vast majority now as it ever has been. 
Of course there are exceptions, innumerable exceptions, in 
which the absence of love makes life a purgatory, and many 
illicit connections are formed, the secrecy of which is a blight 
to the moral nature. Doing secretly what is thought wrong 
is the most common agent in petrifying the conscience. 
“Stanley,” interrupted Jones, “We really must talk no longer, 
but go and see about our inspection; and Dora dear, will you 
stay at home or go with us?”
“Go with you of course, that is why I came, I want to see the 
people both at their work and in their homes.”
CHAPTER XI.--THE INSPECTION.
The three went at once to their work. It was a wonderful sight 
to Dora to see the gigantic foundries and other works, the 
vast ladles of molten iron made from the black iron sand, the 
brilliant shower of sparks that shot from the burning metal 
as the massive hammer came down upon it; then to watch 
the lumps of iron lengthen out between the rollers, and to 
see it carried backward and forward by the half naked grimy 
men, the bar being kept white hot by the tremendous pressure 
that made it become smaller and smaller; then, when it was 
finished and dropped into its place, it seemed to cool by magic 
as if it were no longer wanted to remain hot. She was made 
quite dizzy by the thousands of hammers, and everywhere she 
saw the same serious, grimy, busy, kindly-looking men.
Afterwards they visited the workmen’s homes and she was 
surprised at the narrow accommodation, and the poor food.
“Stanley,” she said, “is this all their reward for the arduous 
toil they were engaged in?”
“Yes, this is all.”
“What a contrast to the idle wasteful luxurious lives of the 
officials.”
The contrast to the awful poverty, extravagance and 
senseless superfluities that surrounded themselves struck her 
imagination with such force that the usually gay and happy 
little creature was sad and silent for many hours afterwards.
It happens to be pay day, and at several of the factories 
which they visited the men were receiving their pay.
In the evening Dora asked about the mode of paying the 
workers. Stanley explained, that in old times, there were all 
kinds of coinage, but Wondergilt had assimilated the different 
kinds and now the almighty dollar ruled supreme. Still it was 
an inconvenient coin. It was so cumbrously large as a unit 
to pay labour and so microscopically small for commerce. 
Wondergilt with his usual ability got over the difficulty 
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completely by using the common prefixes kilo and mille so 
that everything now was most satisfactory. Thus a kilodol was 
a singularly suitable unit for the capitalist, and a milledol was 
perfect to pay labour with. Of course the terms show that a 
million milledols make one kilodol and, roughly speaking, a 
hundred milledols is equal to the obsolete English sixpence. 
This reform of the coinage lessened clerical work enormously, 
and besides it tended to reduce the power of the discontented, 
the number of capitalists killodols not being so enormously 
greater than the number of the workers milledols.
After a great deal of talk had been indulged in over the day’s 
experience they agreed to start the next day for Melbourne, 
and orders were given to that effect.
Dora was not so much surprised at what she saw in 
Melbourne as she had been in Wellington although the place 
was so much larger. More than three million souls were 
packed into that vast city in which the chief manufactures 
of Australasia were conducted. Only one-tenth of the entire 
population of the earth were engaged in producing the prime 
commodities of life, the rest being all employed in occupations 
that resulted in the increase of the productive powers of capital 
or in the production of luxuries.
The value of every rarity had enormously increased. Gold, 
gems, and precious stones were of incredible nominal value. 
The purchasing power of a dollar was much greater than 
formerly.ii Although gold was the basis of value, Wondergilt 
easily saw that it was a waste of the valuable metal to use it for 
buying and selling, consequently paper money had completely 
superseded it, of course there was no thought of repudiation 
with such a capitalist as Wondergilt as a backer.
The search for gems, too, had increased, until fully half the 
entire race were engaged in the various mining industries, vast 
numbers were employed as servants and lackeys to Wondergilt 
and his officials. For this purpose the most beautiful girls, and 
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the finest specimens of the male sex were in constant request, 
whilst the vast troops of ballet girls, actresses, &c., that catered 
for the amusement of the epicurean officials, were sought 
out from all parts of the world. Finance was Wondergilt’s 
one thought, his aim, and object. He never burnt his metal 
by having too many irons in the fire, so that licentiousness, 
luxury or epicureanism, of any kind had no charms for him; 
but the majority of the official world were in striking contrast 
to him.
Our party visited the gemcutters, the manufacturing 
jewellers, the carpet factories, where the exquisite rugs and 
bordered carpets were woven. They sailed into the country 
and saw the irrigation works in action. So perfect were these 
that a dry field could, by the system of dykes and tubes, be 
submerged entirely in less than an hour’s time, and then the 
water was allowed slowly to sink until a definite quantity had 
been absorbed, the remainder being drained off to lower 
fields. The enormous yields produced by irrigation had made 
it pay for itself many times over.1
The chief characteristic of everything was the absence of 
waste. Any official who increased the yield or diminished 
the waste of anything was sure to receive a rise in position. 
The officials, themselves, never superintended any work. This 
was always let out to subcontractors, who sometimes made a 
fortune and were accepted amongst the society of the officials. 
But they were always looked upon as parvenues. This sweating 
system of subcontracts added greatly to the producing power 
of labour.
During their stay in Melbourne one of the enormous 
emigrant ships left the port, taking more than a thousand 
1 Bickerton wrote an introduction to a book of irrigation in which he argued that 
it could be important for Canterbury. See John McKeage, Practical Irrigation. With 
an Introduction [vii–ix] by Professor Bickerton Canterbury College. And a Review 
by Professor Black The University, Dunedin. Ashburton: Ptd. at the Office of the 
Ashburton Newspaper Co., 1899.
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souls with her. It was the saddest sight Dora had ever seen, 
and left an indelible impression on her mind that influenced 
her whole after life. There were strong men parting with what 
seemed to be their wives and children, their whole frames 
racked with a tempest of sobs and tears; pale girls with dry, 
tearless eyes, in which agony, threatening madness, seemed 
to burn. Everywhere were grief, despair and agony in all their 
forms. And after the ship left the wharves, strong men were 
found grovelling in dark corners among the timber, women 
were sitting on the ground, bitterly weeping and holding little 
children by the hand.
“Why,” asked Dora, “do they leave if they do not want to, 
and why are husbands separated from their wives?”
“I think we will go home before we answer your question,” 
Stanley said, “I feel sick and weary. We can do no good by 
staying and we shall be better at home.”
As soon as they were home they walked in the beautiful 
botanical gardens. Bouganvilleas were in full bloom and the 
gigantic fuchsia like white lily of the Brugmanzia1 was filling 
the air with delicious perfume, as they walked a superb band 
was playing a selection of operatic airs. But all these beauties, 
so far as Dora was concerned, fell on benumbed senses. She 
could not understand all the misery she had seen.
Stanley said this emigration idea is to prevent people 
being together too long. The basis of Laissez faire, is that each 
individual shall struggle for himself and this would gradually 
cause the persistence of the fittest. But it was found that if a 
number of persons are very long together a mutual love grew 
up and people tended to help one another and especially the 
suffering, thus promoting that group action, so opposed to 
selfish greed. By making each individual migrate every few 
years to another country this tendency was prevented. Thus, 
1 Brugmansia is a genus of seven species of flowering plants in the family 
Solanaceae, also known as Angel’s Trumpets.
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the group now leaving Melbourne was selected from all parts, 
and probably but few knew each other.
“But,” said Dora, “do they separate the members of a 
family?”
“Oh, no,” answered Stanley, “the family is considered the 
social unit, and is supposed always to cling together until the 
children can shift for themselves.”
“Then why was there such acute anguish at parting? The 
families seemed to me to be parted.”
“It is not really so; but the rule relating to alien races is 
often avoided. A Malay and an English girl or an Englishman 
and a Malay marry, but after the marriage they change wives 
and so remain until the time of emigration comes. Of course 
it is then imperative for each to take his legal wife or he could 
not travel. It is the partings of these love unions that caused 
so much sorrow.”
“Will they never meet again?” said Dora.
“There is scarcely the fainted possibility of their doing so.”
“And is such awful misery as this really necessary? It cannot 
be required!”
“If Laissez faire is to rule, it is certain that employers of 
labour can make their own terms in giving employment. I do 
not see any way out of that. Whether Wondergilt has chosen 
the method that produces on the whole the greatest results I 
cannot say. The problems of sociology are very complex.”
“Charlie, dear,” suddenly exclaimed Dora, let us go and see 
Sterling; I am sure he understands all about it. I can never 
be happy again so long as I feel I am contentedly living a 
luxurious, extravagant life at the cost of such labour, such 
privation and such terrible misery as we have witnessed. Let 
us get this inspection quickly over, go home, then pay a visit 
to Dick, in Asia, and try to find Sterling. We can pretend that 
we want some gardens laid out and so see him, I am sure he 
knows what to do.”
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CHAPTER XII.--LADY COURTLY.
Thus it was settled, Dora’s will being law with her husband, 
all the places arranged for were hurriedly visited, and the 
æromote was soon on its return journey. Christchurch was 
at last reached, with its splendid residences, its magnificent 
shops, its theatres, arcades and houses: then they went through 
the suburbs to the grand official palace, where they were met 
by Sir Obsolete Courtly and the other officials. Dora looked 
anxiously for Lady Courtly but she did not appear, so as soon 
after as possible she went to the apartments occupied by the 
Courtlys and was taken by a maid to the boudoir. As no one 
was present she asked her to enter whilst she looked for her 
ladyship.
The room, like all in the palace, was exquisitely beautiful in 
its decorations, and the artistic grouping of the flowers showed 
the taste of the owner. Light was admitted by two windows, 
one the ordinary sash window, the other a delightful oriel, 
cut off from the rest of the room by a pair of rich Arabesque 
curtains. Dora was glancing listlessly around her when she 
was startled by a deep sob from the oriel window. On going 
there she saw Lady Obsolete Courtly, with a book lying at her 
feet; she was crouching in the seat at the side of the oriel, quite 
unaware of her visitor. As Dora pulled aside the curtain, she 
rose quickly, drew herself to her full height and gave her visitor 
a cold stately bow. The loving little creature took no notice of 
the frigid manner of her hostess, but threw her arms about 
her, pulled down her head and kissed her in an affectionate 
manner.
“Dear Lady Courtly, you are not happy, let me be your 
friend. You are solitary and alone, do tell me what is troubling 
you.” The sorrowing girl returned the loving kiss but only 
said:−
“I have been reading an old book, a dreadful book, and 
it has upset me.” Dora picked it up−it was the weird novel, 
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Anna Karenina, by the Russian author, Tolstoi. Dora knew the 
book well and instantly divined the fact that it was her love for 
Stanley that was causing the terrible despair; so she resolved 
to let Lady Courtly know that she knew her history. “Dear 
Lady Courtly, do not blame Mr Stanley, that I know all your 
story from him, it is not his fault, I saw him stand with an 
expression of terrible despair on his face and I forced the story 
of his life from him. You must not be angry; for everyone tells 
me their troubles and you know what despair there sometimes 
is in his face.”
“Know it!” answered Lady Courtly, sinking into the seat, 
and throwing her arms around Dora, “that book is always in 
my mind−” Her words were broken by a rising in her throat. 
The hysteria was too strong for her, and sobs and tears broke 
down all attempts at any formal barriers. Tenderly she was 
soothed by her sympathetic little friend and amid sobs, smiles, 
and tears the whole of her long pent-up emotions found vent 
in words.
“I think and think, and ask myself what is my duty? Is it to 
the old man, my husband, by whom I have been purchased 
and to whom I am bound by the fetters of legality?” she looked 
at her wedding ring and twisted it around her finger. “And this 
is the symbol of my slavery. As true a fetter as ever bound 
Circassian slave,”1 she said in her anger.
She tore the ring from her finger, apparently to throw it 
away; but she put it back in its place saying: “What is the 
good? Am I any the less his slave because I renounce the 
symbol of my servitude? That dreadful book has settled it. As 
long as we both live I am his property, his chattel. What an 
awful wrong my mother did when she sold me to him! All 
his formal routine, his Court etiquette, I despise. He can no 
more understand the ideals of my mind than could a clown 
1 Circassians are an ethnic group from the Caucasus whose traditional class 
system included slaves.
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appreciate the thoughts of Shakespeare. His miserly nature is 
delighted to make a bargain by which a poor person suffers. 
Yet to me it is dreadful.” Again a tempest of sobs overcame her. 
“But worst of all is the shame of his hateful caresses. When we 
drive through the streets at night, and see the painted faces 
of the bedizened courtesans, I feel to be lower even than they 
are. They sell themselves only too often to escape starvation. 
I sold myself for an empty title, for a position, for superfluous 
luxuries. I cannot bear to see anyone look at me. They seem to 
say: −‘She has prostituted herself to a worthless old man from 
empty vanity!”
Dora did her best to console the poor girl and soon the 
hysteria passed away and Dora’s plan of taking Lady Courtly 
for her companion was discussed and accepted; Dora telling 
her there ought to be no caressing, no love making with Stanley, 
only comradeship. Lady courtly replied, “Anna Karanina has 
decided all that. Hateful as is my present position, I see that 
even where all is propitious as it was in her case, illicit love is 
a failure. In the past my thoughts have dwelt on it when I have 
seen the despairing look on Arthur’s face; but that is past. I 
have learnt a lesson I shall not unlearn. Take me as much as 
possible from the company of my husband, and let me be with 
you and I shall be as happy as one unsuitably mated can be.”
Dora left Lady Courtly and took her big husband off to 
the old courtier, she said to him “I feel the example of your 
stately wife will improve my unconventional manner if she 
were with me, and do so wish to please my father. It would be 
so satisfactory, Sir Obsolete, if you would only consent.”
“You see, Sir Obsolete,” put in Charlie, “your wife is so 
queenlike, so stately, so graceful in all her movements, and 
there is such a dignity in her manner that she cannot fail to 
improve Dora a lot.”
At this speech Dora remained silent, but she gave her 
husband a look that, metaphorically, sent his soul down into 
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his boots. And after Sir Obsolete Courtly left them, to consult 
his wife, poor Charlie had rather a bitter moment or two.
“So you want me to become an affected, formal creature, 
stalking about like a super on the stage, playing the part of a 
lay-queen do you?”
“No, Dora dear, I do not. I only want you to please your 
father. I like you best exactly as you are and, besides, I only 
said it to please the old man.”
“Now, Charles, do not tell fibs. You know you could not act 
like that to save your life. You are getting tired of me and want 
a tall stately wife, who will be a credit to you.” The thought of 
Dora as long and scraggy was too much for Charlie.
“Like Mrs Wondergilt, for instance,” he said. “As if it were 
possible to improve my charming little wife;” and laughingly 
he picked her up and carried her to her boudoir, kissing her 
all the way. It was no use to quarrel with such a husband, so 
Dora had at last to give the kiss of peace, and be released from 
imprisonment.
The new appointment was made and Dora at once decided 
to take Lady Courtly on a visit to the Lakes. The secretary 
accompanied Dora and her husband. It was quite evident 
from the readiness with which Sir Obsolete Courtly consented 
to the appointment that he did not suspect that the secretary 
was the young fellow who had stopped the runaway horse. 
The fact was that he had hardly noticed his name at the time, 
and his appearance had so altered since he had allowed his 
beard to grow that the old fellow with his failing memory was 
scarcely likely to remember him.
70
CHAPTER XIII.--THE MEMOIRS OF THE 
WONDERGILT FAMILY.
Just before they started for the lakes, a very handsomely bound 
book was received from Dora’s father. It was the memoirs of 
the Wondergilt family; Dora took the book with them in order 
to study it on their journey.
They travelled in their own little æromote. As it was the 
first time Lady Courtly and Stanley had been to the lakes, 
they decided to make a slight detour to see the wonders of the 
Mount Cook district. The vast mass of snow covering scores 
of square miles, was a marvellous sight, the glaciers reaching 
on the seaward side in some cases almost to the ocean.
No more instructive lesson in glacial action could be well 
conceived than that given on looking down on all this vast 
ice-carved district. One could see the remnants of the old 
moraines that probably, in many cases, date back to the great 
glacial epoch. Then how strikingly each lake was situated, it 
formed the continuance of an existing or extinct glacier. As 
they approached Queenstown, their destination, they saw the 
great Lake Wakatipu lying deep down in the valley formed by 
the precipitous hills. The lake formed by the grinding glacier 
more than a thousand feet deep. As they looked their minds 
pictured the stupendous wearing action of nature’s mighty 
ploughs that carved the rocks in that icy age. But the scene 
was almost too gigantic for realisation.
How happy Lady Courtly and Stanley were to be able to 
talk unreservedly over the weary years since they had parted 
in distant France. They were like children on a picnic, and 
every now and then one drew the other’s attention to any 
striking feature of the landscape they noticed. It seemed 
impossible that the now happy, smiling girl was the reserved 
and stately Lady Courtly of the Official Palace. But a loveless 
life is a weary slavery, and of all forms of slavery the unwilling 
sexual bond of a mercenary marriage is worst of all.
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Their residence was delightfully posted on the side of the 
hill, a little beyond the reservoir, and commanded a full view 
of the lake. It was rather cold for the season and the snow was 
lying thick upon the top of Arthur’s Peak and the Remarkables.
In the evening they sat in the verandah of the home; 
the wind as it blew over all the cold peaks precipitated the 
moisture and formed the beautiful alpine cloud bannerets. 
There wind-formed clouds looked like steam issuing from 
the tops of active volcanoes. The rosy tints of the setting sun 
coloured all these extraordinary cloud formations and they 
appeared almost like vast coloured pennons floating away 
from each of the tips of the snow-clad hills.
“Why Charlie,” Dora said, in the joy of her glad heart, 
“nature has decorated the place in honour of our visit.”
It was a wild, but glorious, evening, but the cold wind blew 
from behind the house where, as they sat, they were quite 
protected from its blast. Like paradise it seemed to the four 
young people as they sat in pairs at the opposite ends of the 
verandah, the noise of the rushing wind permitting the freest 
converse without a possibility of anyone hearing a word.
“No kissing or cuddling, Charlie,” Dora said. “It would be 
such a bad example to the young people.” It never entered into 
Dora’s mind that the “young people” were half as old again as 
herself in years, and twice as old in experience.
Soon she gave the word of command, and all entered the 
house, and Dora asked Lady Courtly if she would read her 
some of the Memoirs of the Wondergilt Family, for on the 
journey they had quite forgotten it.
Lady Courtly looked it over for some time and remarked 
that she feared they would not much like it, but Dora said:
“It will never do to shirk, as father has sent it to us, and he 
was very angry with Charlie because he had not kept up the 
study of the catechism of Laissez faire.”
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She turned suddenly to her husband, and said: “Do you 
know, Charlie, we have never even looked into that book, 
either: we really must do so whilst we are here, but first we 
must study the memoirs.”
Lady Courtly read a part of the introduction, in which the 
great success of the family was a held up as an example of 
industry, study and enterprise to young men, in order that 
they might go and do the same. She then picked out a few 
anecdotes of such traits as led to success or failure in the 
several members of the family. Of young Tom it is related 
that, competing with a poor youth, who had not one of 
the books necessary for the examination, he had actually 
been so foolish, so far a traitor to the principles of refined 
selfishness, as to lend the young fellow the book he required, 
thus enabling his rival to beat him in the examination. This, 
of course, would have been impossible had Tom not been so 
foolish as to lend the book. The memoirs went on to state that 
no good had ever come of this member of the family−such 
an example of deficient moral training could not possibly 
flourish. Of any person who could so wickedly allow the heart 
to get the better of the head, financial failure could only be 
predicted. It is not known what became of Tom; he was last 
recognised by a member of the family, working as a common 
navvy on a railway line. Fortunately, the recognition was not 
mutual, and so the disgrace of so worthless a member of the 
family hanging on to them was saved the Wondergilts. But it 
was reported by one of the servants, that the recognition had 
been mutual, only Tom had said to his mate he would rather 
starve than accept a cent from a set of such arrant rascals as 
the several members of his own family.
In striking contrast to Tom’s worthlessness was the life of 
Stephen. On going to school, his father gave each of his sons 
ten dollars as pocket money. When at the end of the term, the 
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father asked how the money had been spent, Stephen took out 
of his pocket thirty dollars, and showed them to his father.
He had, by a happy use of his ten dollars, such as lending 
at interest, and by small transactions of buying and selling, 
succeeded in converting the ten into thirty dollars. The 
father felt inclined to say: “Well done, thou good and faithful 
servant;”1 but, not being apt at quotations, he merely shook 
the boy by the hand, saying that in him he saw the true 
Wondergilt grit, and that he would be a credit to the family 
and, as might have been expected, such proved to be the case.
A life so worthily beguniii did not fail in its promise. It was 
Stephen who projected, and carried to its successful issue, the 
great China trade; and Stephen was the father of the present 
Wondergilt.
Dora, who was getting more and more angry at the reading 
of the memoirs, decided to postpone their further study for 
a time, and again introduced the idea of a visit to China to 
see Sterling. The object of this journey was explained to lady 
Courtly, and after much animated talk, they decided to start 
in a few weeks time; in fact, as soon as it was possible to put 
all the affairs of the office into a condition suitable for their 
absence.
In our next chapter we will take a peep at Sterling, to see 
what has happened to him during the many months since he 
left New Zealand.
1 From Mathew 25:23.
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CHAPTER XIV.--STERLING.
On the edge of the tea plantation in China are a series of 
semi-detached huts. If we glance into the last of these we shall 
see our old friend Sterling. He is but little altered since we 
saw him last, the pained look that characterized him has not 
brightened, in fact it has intensified, yet beside him in the hut 
are his beautiful wife, and his fine little son. Lois his wife, is as 
distinguished-looking as himself. If he looks an Apollo, Lois 
is a very Minerva in her intellectual stateliness.
In the same room is a pleasant-looking Chinaman. He is 
speaking in an animated manner: “Time up, no choppy changy 
no longer, me changy choppy, me like choppy changy but no 
longer can, me leab dis day; missy must come alongee me.”
What was the meaning of this curious talk, the Chinese 
so animated, the two white people so sad and distressed? The 
fact was, that when four years before Sterling had decided to 
marry his much-loved Lois, by a mutual arrangement with 
Ching Chang it was agreed that the marriage should take 
place according to the rules of Wondergilt’s employment, and 
Lois had been legally united to Ching Chang and George was 
united with a merry Chinawoman.
After the marriage they exchanged, and so it had been for 
four years, but Ching Chang had got his notice that he could get 
work in Portugal and he now had to make his way to Canton to 
join his ship. But if he brought his Chinese mate he would be 
refused passage and so here he is come to claim his legal wife.
After much discussion he was got rid of for a few days by 
George promising to give him the greater share of his earnings 
to enable him to live until he started.
After he was gone Lois came and sat down beside George, 
and throwing her arms around him, asked what was to be done.
“I am utterly at a loss to know,” said George. “When we 
commenced our present union, four years ago, it was so short 
a time since our dear commune had been broken up that it 
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seemed impossible but that something must happen to relieve 
us before this. But I have been utterly powerless to move 
anyone. Absolute starvation has followed any attempt to break 
the yoke of these terrible financiers. Then a few months ago, 
when I met the beautiful daughter of Servile Crawley, I hoped 
she might do something, but she has forgotten us, and now 
a few days must see us parted. If you and the boy leave me I 
shall travel, living on the charity of my countrymen, and shall 
try to ferment a universal revolt. I fear the task is hopeless, but 
it is the only chance of seeing you again, and without you life 
is worthless.”
“What shall I do about our boy, Hector? How shall I bring 
him up without you to aid me?”
“You must teach him all the glorious principles of love that 
I have explained to you, and we must hope that the deadly 
lethargy of the race will be shaken off, and that a spirit of 
divine discontent will be developed, and men will be once 
more free as they were in our glorious home. What a life for 
Hector if he were there. What a happy childhood we had in 
that perfect paradise−the girls and boys all taught together, 
all one large family. The little ones had not only their own 
parents but they were the children of every individual in the 
whole group. They loved their nurses and teachers, for each 
of them followed their occupations from their own choice. Of 
course each babe was fed from the breast of its own mother, 
but only women with divine love of children, that is often 
so remarkable, had charge of the children’s home. Every 
teacher−to whom the work was joy to himself and happiness 
to the taught−was at his congenial work. It was like home to 
the children in the love of their parents. It was like school in 
the comradeship of their fellows. It was like holidays in the 
fullness of the occupations of relaxation. Add to this the love 
of the whole group and you begin to appreciate what a child’s 
life was like. Think how many there are who do not understand 
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children yet have to bring them up, their inaptitude crushing 
worthy emotions and developing bad traits.
“Think again of the influence of the example of parents, 
whose life at best is often an armed truce, only too frequently 
a life of bickering and often of open hatred. There were none 
of these things in the Commune. If it happened that a child 
had not parental love it was scarcely missed, in the fullness of 
its life and the love of its foster parents.
“No wonder that the eminent men who were continually 
visiting us were surprised at the high spirits, yet obedience 
and docility of the children, at the remarkable intelligence they 
exhibited, at their grand physique. How could it be otherwise 
when every quality was fully allowed to develop itself instead 
of being crushed down to the level of a common standard.
“When the teachers loved their work−and every one knew 
that the best was being done for each child−there was no 
necessity for the brain-benumbing cram that is required to 
pass examinations. No child was urged beyond its powers, 
to destroy its health to gain passes, scholarships, or good 
positions. Every faculty was developed, and induction, the 
power of forming correct judgment, most of all.”
Sterling picked the beautiful boy up and placed him on 
his knee and said to him: “Dear little Hector! No such happy 
childhood as your father spent is to be your lot. How glorious 
if we could only hope for such a life for you−but no, yours 
will be a weary, hopeless life, as bad as that of any of the other 
miserable wretches who crawl upon the surface of the globe.”
“Nay George,” said Lois, “I fear his will be worse, for he 
will have the brains to see and the heart to feel the wrongs 
surrounding him, and yet not have the power to mend matters.”
“You are right,” Sterling answered. “Men talk of sowing 
as ye shall reap, and of the joy of a noble purpose. Both are 
true in a state consonant with man’s higher nature, but just 
as in the body a limb suffers paralysis by the over-work of 
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the brain, so in society one reaps misery when another sows 
extravagance. And there is no misery so acute as that suffered 
by a soul entangled in bitter circumstances and striving to 
effect reform.”
Thus this pair of malcontents talked on, discussing all the 
possibilities of overthrowing the present order of things. But 
each thought ended in hopeless despair, and the days rushed 
too quickly by when Lois’ place must be filled by Sterling’s 
legal Chinese wife, and Lois herself must follow her Chinese 
husband for weal or woe.
The time came when the last final embraces were over and 
the last farewells spoken, and Lois in a benumbed sense of 
hopeless grief, started on her long journey, taking her sturdy 
little son with her; never perhaps would she again see the face 
of him she loved so well, and with whom she had been so happy 
in the wretched hut that served for four years as her home.
Ching Chang tried his best to cheer the poor creature, but 
all in vain, and so the three trudged silently on, little Hector 
helped on his way by an occasional lift on to the Chinaman’s 
shoulder.
They travelled on until they came to the hut where they 
were going to stay the night at the end of the first day’s journey. 
The man saw it was hopeless to expect to get any help from 
his stricken companion so he soon got the material for a meal 
together and gave her food and drink.
This soon brought back a little life and thawed her frozen 
senses. Then as she saw the genuine kindness of her partner she 
gave him a woe-begone smile, which, however, was enough to 
encourage poor Ching Chang. Presently, to amuse Hector, her 
sang a song with a chorus something of this kind: Ching-a-
ring-a-chopsticks, Crinkum, Crankum,” to which he added a 
breakdown accompaniment. This made the little fellow laugh 
with glee and brought a beam of pleasure into the heart of 
the poor despairing mother. But the sense of amusement soon 
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changed to horror when she thought that this creature was to 
replace her noble, intellectual, loving husband. How could she 
live with such a man? She burst into tears, and wept so bitterly 
that the poor fellow did not know what to do to console her; 
if he went near she shrank from his touch like a frightened 
child with a reptile. Finally, when he suggested that she had 
better be wrapped up and sleep with her boy before the fire, 
she became pacified.
In the morning neither Lois or Hector were to be found, 
the unfortunate creature had run away during the night, 
perhaps to die.
Two days afterwards a poor famished woman with a boy 
huddled up in a rug might have been seen crouching under 
the back of Sterling’s hut. Sterling thought he heard a moan 
and went out to find poor Lois in a half dead condition. She 
had wandered aimlessly for some time with no thought other 
than to escape her present misery. After many hours she had 
found herself on the road they had come by, and the attraction 
of the old home had been too strong for her and here she was. 
Sterling took her to the shed in which he used to keep the 
tools of the tea field, of which he had charge, and supplied her 
with food. Two days afterwards Sterling had disappeared, and 
within a week it was found that a robbery had been committed 
at the subcontractor’s office and a large number of emigrant 
checks were missing. From that time no news was heard of 
the pair.
A large reward was offered for the capture of the thief who 
had stolen the labour checks, but as all these were alike it 
would be a matter of difficulty to discover the robber.
Whilst under these painful circumstances Sterling and 
Lois are lost sight of commencing the desperate experiment 
of defying the regulations made for their welfare, and so 
carefully thought out by the financiers of the world. We must 
leave them until they should be heard of again.
CHAPTER XV.--PREPARATIONS FOR CHINA.
Returning to Dora and her party we find them still at the lakes 
of Otago, busy making preparations to visit Sterling in China.
A day has been spent at the lakes, during which Dora and 
her husband have occupied some time in studying both the 
catechism and the memoirs. Unfortunately, each only seemed 
to make Dora still more dissatisfied and desirous of consulting 
Sterling. They therefore returned to their official residence 
immediately.
The journey and companionship of her loved friends 
had made a remarkable alteration in the appearance of 
Lady Courtly. Her hauteur and reserve had given place to a 
pleasant, winning manner. After landing they drove up to 
the Palace. Old Sir Obsolete was outside ready to meet them, 
and a look of real pleasure passed over his face as his eyes fell 
on his lovely wife. But what was more surprising still was the 
fact that instead of the look of loathing that unintentionally 
used to pass over her face when she saw him unexpectedly, 
she greeted him with a pleasant smile. Under the influence 
of the sympathetic love of her friends, she was so happy that 
all must share her joy. She could not bear to banish the look 
of pleasure she saw on her uncongenial partner’s face by her 
usual cold and indifferent look, but greeted him with a smile, 
and did not even recoil when he kissed her on the forehead. 
She felt pity for him instead of contempt; poor old fellow, he 
could not help his loss of teeth and hair, and doubtless it was 
better to have artificial substitutes than none.
The old gentleman was delighted at her altered manner 
and he received Dora with elaborate and obsequious courtesy. 
But her kindness introduced a new trouble in the after plans, 
for the old fellow expressed his desire to accompany them of 
their journey to China.
Dora thought a good deal over the matter. Should she leave 
Lady Courtly at home and find some excuse for doing so, or 
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should she submit and let the old fellow come? If so, there 
was a good chance of his getting jealous of Stanley, as he was 
known to be of any young fellow who showed any civility to 
Lady Courtly. And, worst of all, in the close companionship 
of the journey he might recognise him. This would never do. 
Lady Courtly would have to feign illness at the last moment 
and stay behind in preference to such a possibility.
Lastly the idea suggested itself that all should go on as if Sir 
Obsolete Courtly was going; then, at the last moment, some 
important question relating to his post must crop up and keep 
him at home.
The little woman was on her mettle, but much as she 
laboured at the idea, and though various suggestions offered 
themselves, nothing seemed quite the thing.
The night before the start there was a grand skating 
carnival in the great hall. The spaces on each side of the large 
dais were converted into drawing-rooms, with exquisite 
furniture, curtains and mirrors, whilst all around the other 
three sides of the hall were tall tree ferns and nikau palms, 
leaving charming little bays of luxurious seats. There was still 
left an immense floor space of great length and quite wide 
enough for quadrilles and fancy skating of every kind. Skating 
was now like dancing, an accomplishment that not to possess 
was to own an education incomplete. The time had long 
passed when the great expertise of the factory and shop girls, 
compared with fortune-favoured young ladies, had rendered 
the amusement unfashionable. The line of demarcation 
between the officials and the toilers was so much better drawn 
now, and the chances of the poor girl to practice were too few 
and far between to make it pleasanter for the young men to 
skate with the “low creatures” of the working population, 
because of their much greater skill, than the young ladies of 
their own class.
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Dora and her husband, as well as Stanley, were all 
expert skaters. They were thoroughly enjoying a long waltz, 
threading their way through the vast crowd, when a young 
man approached, and whispered a few words in his ear.
“What does Baron Buttonshort want?” said Dora. Her 
husband wheeled her into one of the pretty seats under the 
tree ferns and beckoned the young man to come to them. He 
was one of the committee of public amusements and had just 
been to witness a rehearsal of a new play. He told them the 
committee were of the opinion that some of the scenes, which 
exposed the moral ulcers of the officials’ private life, were too 
bad for public exhibition.
“Of course,” he said, “we know that the actual life is really 
much worse than that represented. But there is a fear that 
there will be a difficulty in keeping the common people in 
check if the real life of the upper classes is known. It is most 
important, for the sake of public morality, to be silent when 
wealthy or powerful people are involved.”
“Of course, certainly!” Jones replied.
“Again, you see that there is such a difference between 
decorously doing a thing and openly speaking of it. Of course 
one has to practice the unspeakable, but to mention it is 
altogether another thing.”
“Charlie,” whispered Dora, “tell him you will see about it 
to-morrow before we start.”
When the young fellow went off Dora said, “Just what I 
wanted, you must entrust Sir Obsolete Courtly with the 
matter and get him to stay. Tell him that his well-known and 
long experience in matters relating to the moral well-being of 
the courts of Europe will be of enormous service and that he 
is the only one really capable of forming a sound judgment, 
and besides, it is a matter properly belonging to his office, etc., 
etc.,−you know, Charlie.”
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“What a clever little schemer you are, you dear little puss,” 
Charlie answered.
Of course Jones did as she desired, and in the importance 
of his new responsibility the old fellow willingly remained 
behind.
This was a great relief, for Dora felt that not only for her 
friends’ sake, but especially on account of their business with 
Sterling, it would be much better for the old gentleman not to 
be with them.
CHAPTER XVI.--CHINA.
They started and in a few days were at Pekin−to visit brother 
Dick, who had been informed of their coming and had the 
city beautifully decorated. It was just getting dusk when they 
arrived, and the whole place was illuminated, whilst the 
grotesque procession nominally held at the feast of lanterns met 
them on their arrival. It was remarkable how easily the priests 
of the old religions had accommodated their ceremonials to 
the new God of gold, but an impartial examination of the old 
worships show that an alteration of phrase was all that was 
necessary. Poor indeed must have been the training of the 
priest if he could not find errors in the translating, of the old 
books, so that the publication of a few new versions completely 
bridged the gulf between the new and old. As already noticed, 
one striking difference between the religions existed, it was 
the absence of sham in the worship of wealth.
Dora was greatly delighted at the quaintness of everything, 
but she was so anxious to hear of Sterling that all other matters 
were more or less a worry. But she knew she must be careful 
not to let her brother know of her anxiety, or he would try to 
frustrate her purpose, so that she had to postpone all mention 
of the matter until the next day. Dick was delighted to see Dora. 
Like all the males of the family he was very fond of the little fairy, 
who was so unlike the other two predatory-looking sisters.
He was brim-full of importance; he had just returned from 
Europe, and had such news to tell her.
But she must guess. Dora tried several things, but nothing 
was right, and he got more and more pompous. “Something 
more important still,” he said.
Suddenly the idea struck her that the bantam-like strut 
could only belong to a successful lover.
“I know!” she said. “The princess has accepted you.”
“You are a regular little witch,” he said. “However came you 
to guess.”
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“Why I must have been silly not to have guessed before.”
“You must know,” continued Dick, “That Tom and Harry 
are also engaged.”
“Are they really? Who are the fortunate young women?”
“Women! the idea of calling them women; one would think 
that they worked for their living.”
“Well, young ladies, then.”
“Young ladies! Don’t call them ladies, either, they are 
princesses. We are to marry the three daughters of the 
most important potentates of the world. Tom is engaged 
to Tossilofty the daughter of the Czar, I to Hautypouty, the 
daughter of the Emperor of China, and Harry’s choice fell on 
Calmanici the daughter of the Emperor of India and Great 
Britain. Wondergilt is very pleased with the matches, as he 
says it brings into union the old and the new regime. Sir 
Sycophant Tuneful composed an anthem on the occasion of 
our engagement. It was on ‘The Dynasty of Despotism wedded 
to that of wealth.’iv It will be a triple wedding and is to be the 
most brilliant affair the world has ever seen. Wondergilt has 
promised father his whole year’s income to make it a success, 
and father is to carry it out.”
“Well, Dick. I feel very much hurt at you keeping it a dead 
secret from me. I’ll never forgive you.”
“But, Dora dear, I wanted to tell you myself, and if you had 
not sent word you were coming, I should have come to see you.”
“Oh, well,” Dora poutingly replied, “I suppose I must accept 
your excuses.”
Dick had much to say of the stately manners and 
bewitching beauty of her prospective sisters-in-law and was 
especially eloquent on the young lady of his own choice. She 
was longing to leave Ireland and be back in her own porcelain 
palace at Pekin, where Dora’s party were now staying. In 
Europe it excited comment if she thwacked her unruly maids 
too severely, but she was looking forward with much pleasure 
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to the chance of using the bastinado1 on the feet of any unruly 
domestic who opposed her will in China.
Dora teased him on having a wife who could not stand 
on account of her small feet. But Dick explained that when 
Stephen Wondergilt introduced the China trade it caused 
such a tide of European customs amongst the upper classes 
that Chinese ladies left off demonstrating their uselessness 
and consequent gentility and high birth by such an idiotic 
means as crushing their own feet. “I suppose they adopt the 
European custom of contracting their waist and crushing 
their vital organs instead,” Dora said.
“I don’t know about that−I know she has a lovely little 
waist, but, I assure you she is particularly nimble on her feet. 
Why I have seen her kick a page boy out of the room who was 
not quick enough for her.
“But you must get ready, for a grand ball is to be held in the 
palace in your honour.”
Dick was sorry to have to make a break in the talk, he felt 
it hard that he could not continue this delightful conversation 
until the next day.
Of the ball it must suffice to say that the best artist in 
China had been engaged to serve up the entertainment in the 
most celestial manner possible, and the affair really was truly 
heavenly. The four young visitors gave way to the intoxication 
of the moment, and thoroughly enjoyed the ball with its 
singularly quaint surprises, and its unprecedented splendour. 
Had they thrown open the shutters when they retired to rest, 
they would have seen the working population on its way 
to commence their day’s task, but time and toil is made for 
slaves, and love and liberty for those who rule.
The next day after being refreshed by sleep and invigorated 
by a sumptuous breakfast, Dora found her first chance to 
enquire about the botanist, Sterling.
1 Bastinado is a method of punishment by beating with a stick or cudgel, 
specifically on the soles of the feet or the buttock.
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The telephone and telegraph were soon at work, and the 
identity of the young fellow established. But on sending for 
him, alas, the bird had flown and had not been heard of for 
over five weeks. Stanley heard that Sterling was suspected 
of being implicated in the robbery of labour checks. He 
interviewed the detectives who had charge of the case and 
told them to exert themselves, as the chief of Australasia was 
personally interested in finding the man and would be willing 
to give a good sum for his discovery. He also gave them means 
to vigorously carry on the search. Within a few days the 
detectives had a good deal of information to give. It was pretty 
certain that Sterling was the robber of the checks, also that he 
was supposed to be an agitator who had been actively sowing 
discontent in various parts of China and the Malay peninsula, 
and was believed to be now in Australia. The official spies 
had reported that the secret organisations that were being 
established were likely to be very troublesome, as no illegal 
acts were contemplated, the intention being to show that by 
the exercise of their dormant political power they might get 
the whole of the result of their labour into their own hands 
instead of one tenth, as at present.
The agitator was urging that a careful mutual instruction 
aided by Wondergilt’s system of emigration, the whole world 
might understand the principlev of group action, upon 
which the well-being of mankind must ultimately depend. 
The detective also stated that a warrant was out to arrest the 
agitator on the charge of robbery of the labour checks.
Stanley reported this to Dora; she was sure that from the 
character of the ideas being taught the detection was right. So 
leaving word with him that the latest information should be 
dispatched to them as early as possible, they started direct for 
Sydney, as it seemed that the man was making his way down 
the East coast of Australia.
CHAPTER XVII.--THE PURSUIT.
Whilst our friends are on the road we will visit the man and 
ascertain if it is Sterling, as suspected by Dora. Enquiry at 
Brisbane showed he had been there, and from the nature of 
the methods he is adopting it seems that it must really be 
Sterling, for the leader of each of his organisations had been a 
member of the Dutch federated commune. But the police were 
following him up too closely in Brisbane, and he had made 
his way to Sydney, having been directed to an old Dutchman, 
one Van der Blunt, a storeman in a wool warehouse. As we 
approach, the old man is standing outside the store with 
the key in his hand. He is a sturdy old fellow and, although 
very vigorous looking, he is apparently of great age. There is 
a genial look about him, and the lines that a keen sense of 
humour have produced are deeply furrowed in his face. At 
present, however, his expression is anything but humorous.
“A merchant is not a tief,” he is soliloquising. “A merchant 
is not a tief, but I do luff a tief so much the better.”
He has a worried and cautious look. The anxiety with which 
he peers about in all directions preparatory to opening the 
door of the store shows it is no ordinary visit he is paying to 
it. Once inside, he actively climbs up the wool bales, and soon 
his voice is heard speaking to some one. It is Sterling to whom 
he is talking, and Lois and Hector are with him, very different 
in their appearance from the wretched group as we saw them 
last in the tool shed. There is a power and determination in 
the parents’ look, quite unlike the hopelessness that then 
characterised them. Sterling is speaking, “Blunt,” he says, 
“it is imperative that I escape from here without your being 
suspected of having harboured me. You tell me that despite 
the miserable wages you have received, you have succeeded 
in saving money. I should be glad to leave Lois and Hector 
in your charge, whilst I escape to New Zealand to try and see 
again the young wife of the chief of Australasia.”
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“You leafe the lady and poy to me,” answered the old man.1
Must we really part again,” asked Lois, “I would far rather 
share your risks.”
“Yes, sweetheart, I think it certainly best; but my dear love, 
we do not part in the hopeless state we did in China. It is 
true I am a criminal, and if captured, subject to a few years’ 
imprisonment; but the seed we have sown has fallen on good 
ground. It is like a spark among tinder. The fire is smouldering 
and will soon burst out and consume the financial demons, 
who have been torturing mankind. Never has any engineer 
been so neatly hoist with his own petard as this capitalist is 
likely to be by his own methods. The members of our loved 
commune are spread like ferment throughout the length and 
breadth of the earth, his method of mixing races has produced 
the germ of a universal language; whilst his emigration system 
not only sows the seed of discontent and the sense of the very 
deepest wrong; but also scatters this discontent throughout 
the whole world. A ship goes for Auckland at once, and I must 
start. Be hopeful, my Lois. Brave I know you will ever be. My 
chance of escape will be much greater if I travel alone, as I saw 
by the reward poster that I am described as travelling with a 
woman and child, I shall be less suspected by myself.”
So fondly embracing his loved companion and his child, he 
left, accompanied to the door by the old Dutchman, who saw 
him off, locked the place and returned to the weeping woman 
and her little boy.
Sterling made his way towards the docks; presently he met 
a man who looked keenly at him and passed. The intensity of 
the look startled Sterling, and soon he felt certain the stranger 
was following him. To put this to a test, he stopped for some 
time under a lamp looking about as if wondering which way 
to go. The stranger came up. Sterling walked on, and in a 
1 The material published separately in New Zealand ends at this point. The 
typescript repeats the chapter to this point and then continues.
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secluded place, the stranger accosted him with the words, “I 
arrest you in the name of the law,” and took hold of the collar 
of his coat. Sterling shook himself free, sprang at the man, and 
threw him violently backward, his head striking the pavement 
with crushing force.
The man lay still. Sterling looked at him an instant, and 
saying, “Poor fellow! I hope he is not much hurt,” hastily 
continued his journey.
The tussle had not been more than the work of a minute; 
but short as it was, it was observed by a boy who cried out, 
“Here’s a lark,” and rushed across the street. When he saw the 
insensible man, he was frightened and cried out, “Murder! 
police!”
Sterling heard the words, and soon the cries of “Stop thief,” 
and the loud tramp of feet showed he was pursued. Hastily 
he slipped into a low public house, and unobserved seated 
himself at a bench covered with empty pots, where he quietly 
waited. The hue and cry was getting nearer, presently all in 
the house rushed to the door, he followed, and when the 
rabble had passed he went with them for a short distance. A 
cab was coming up the street and as it passed he saw that his 
late opponent was in it with another man. He had recovered 
consciousness and was following. Sterling strolled leisurely up 
a side street and made his way toward the docks. At length the 
welcome sight of the tall masts showed him he was near them, 
and soon he was directed to the ship in which he intended 
going by.vi
He was just on the point of rushing to the gangway when he 
saw the cab his pursuer had been in, and there at the entrance 
to the gangway was the man himself. He had evidently guessed 
Sterling’s intention and was on the look out.
Despairingly Sterling got out of sight, and soon the ship 
prepared to start. The detective got into the cab again, and 
Sterling prepared to return to his hiding place.
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As he was returning he saw a huge aeromote. Instantly the 
idea flashed across him that it was some of the more important 
officials, who were in search of him.
“The birds of prey are after their victim,” he said. “There is 
little chance of escape now. I am not a mere criminal, I am a 
rebel, a traitor. I have tried to sow the seeds of love, of justice, 
to show the principles of human well-being, and so I am of 
sufficient importance to cause the indolent officials to interest 
themselves in my capture and destruction. ”vii
Whatever truth as a general ruleviii there might have been 
in Sterling’s denunciations, it was not the case this time; for 
the aeromote was bearing Dora and her party to do their best 
for his relief, whether or not in time to save him from the 
extradition that must follow his committal if caught, wholly 
depended on how long he might escape being captured.
Sterling was fortunate enough to get near his place of 
refuge without meeting any suspicious person; but the chief 
danger doubtless lay in the quarter of the city where he had 
been staying, and so he found it.ix
He was just turning into the very street in which was the 
wool store, when he met two men, one of them instantly 
seized him, and after a sharp struggle in which his face was 
injured and his clothes torn, he was captured.
The first news that greeted Dora’s party when they got to 
their residence was that Sterling had just been captured.
“Charlie,” said Dora, “give notice that you will try the case 
yourself.”
“What a splendid idea,” said Stanley, “how fortunate that 
we are in time; for if he had been extradited to China, not all 
your influence would have been of the least value; for your 
father and brothers hate an agitator above all persons.”
“I know that,” answered Dora, “and you must play your 
cards with great care as it is.”
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“Yes we must be careful; but I am too thankful to know 
we are in time to trouble much about anything else and I will 
consult you on everything.”
Little did poor Sterling think that such great people were 
intriguing for his benefit, still he did not despair. He had found 
his countrymen so saturated with the sense that wrong, not 
fate, caused the sorrows of suffering humanity, that every unit 
of their many millions was a power in itself, and his eloquent 
words had fallen on greedy ears, so that he felt sure as he 
walked with proud defiant step between his captors, that not 
many years would elapse before his prison would be opened 
to welcome him into a world of liberty and love, instead of 
one of slavery and self.x
He did not remain long in the cell in which his captors had 
placed him; but was taken to undergo his first examination. 
He did not know Jones and Stanley, he had seen only Dora 
at Christchurch, and so he remained stubbornly silent. The 
reasons for the suspicion of identity were given in evidence. 
Then Jones and Stanley consulted for some time. At length 
Jones announced that he would speak privately to the prisoner 
in his own room. The detective whom Sterling had thrown 
down, suggested that he was a desperate character. The young 
Saxon giant remarked with a smile that he hardly thought 
he had cause to fear; but that it might be as well to have his 
secretary to assist in getting information from the man, so 
rising, Jones led the way to the judge’s room.
As soon as the prisoner’s escort had withdrawn, and closed 
the door, Jones said, “You do not know me; but you know 
my wife. I am the Chief Clerk of Australasia. We have been 
following you up; but feared we should be too late, and that 
you would have been captured and sent to China. My wife is 
anxious for your welfare.”
Sterling’s surprise at this announcement was extreme. The 
sullen look quickly changed to a pleased smile.
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“Is the lady well?” he asked.
“Quite well; but the question at present is, what are we to 
do with you?”
“If you do what is legal, you will send me to China; what is 
right, you will set me free.”
“Yes,” answered Stanley, “that is all very well; but we are 
here to administer the law, not justice, and you are rather 
a notorious law breaker. For the present, I think we must 
adjourn the enquiry and send you back to prison. Do not 
doubt; but we will soon find some way to set you free.”
“If you do not,” answered Sterling in rather a bitter manner, 
“I shall lose my faith in the ability of the powerful to evade the 
law. Is there any way I can let my wife know of my safety?”
This question led to an explanation of how he had been 
hiding in Sydney, of his fear on Van der Blunt’s account, and 
ultimately it was arranged for Sterling to write a short note to 
Lois and for Jones to give an order to the old man to present 
himself at Christchurch with his daughter and grandson.
On re-entering the court, Jones adjourned the enquiry 
until the next day for further information, and Sterling was 
taken back to prison.
In the evening Dora and her party discussed the affair, and it 
was agreed to send the case to the High Court at Christchurch, 
and arrange for the escape of Sterling at Wellington.
This was done, and the next day saw them on the way with 
the prisoner confined in one of the cabins of the aeromote 
under charge of an official, and whilst on the way, we will have 
a peep at poor Lois.
It is easier to imagine than describe her despair when 
informed of her loved one’s capture. Old Van der Blunt was 
doing his best to cheer the almost heart-broken wife when the 
good news came.
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Lois told Van der Blunt of the interview between Sterling 
and Dora at her palace in Christchurch, and the two settled to 
go on the earliest possible chance.xi
In a few days they were on their journey; but some time 
after the aeromote had reached its destination. At Wellington, 
the detective, on returning from an official visit to the city 
found the door of Sterling’s cabin had been broken open, and 
the occupant gone.
When the aeromote started again, he was left to search 
Wellington, and Sterling came into the aeromote in Dora’s 
livery as a new servant. He kept out of sight during the 
remainder of the journey. At Christchurch he got an ordinary 
suit of clothes, and started at his work in the fernery. It was 
afterwards settled that he should go to a fashionable tailor, and 
under an assumed name, should stay as a guest at Wainoni 
until Lois’ arrival. He should then be taken to the lakes and 
remain in Jones’s Lake Chalet until after Dora had returned 
from the marriage festivities of her three brothers. It was quite 




The peace of her charming home was delightful to excitable 
little Dora.xii She and her husband were like a pair just returned 
from a honeymoon, in which the friction of the inevitable first 
differences have resulted in the calm joy of a vast residual love. 
The gladness she felt at the escape of Sterling had temporarily 
wiped out the terrible experiences of her first contact with 
life’s sorrows.
Great as was the difference in the intellect of the pair, there 
was that comradeship dependent upon similarity of moral 
purpose; of taste and kindly emotion, that is so vastly more 
productive of lasting love, than any equality of brain power. 
The love of nature in each of them was a passion, as was also 
their deep sympathy for suffering, and their intense love of 
justice.
The pair were strolling down their exquisite grounds, over 
the soft pine needles, by picturesque fish ponds, and grottos. 
In these were quaint fountains where the water splashed about 
in the most natural manner. They had reached the highest 
part of the grounds. Dora, who was slightly out of breath with 
the walk and the climb, was clinging to her husband’s arm, 
and her face glowed with health and happiness.
“Oh Charles! How lovely the snow looks on the Southern 
Alps! What superb effects of light and shade! Who would 
believe that they were over sixty miles away. In the clear air of 
this lovely country they do not look six.”
“Do you know, Dora,” said her husband, “That although it 
is warm and beautiful, in a few days it will be June 21st.xiii Yet, 
what lovely weather it is, and how late the winter is in coming. 
It’s like a summer day.”
“Is it really so far in the Winter? and yet the weather so 
superb. Let us have a picnic here on the shortest day. It would 
be delightful to write and tell father and the boys about it, and 
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if the weather should change we will have an alfresco dance in 
the theatre instead.”
Whilst they were talking, a message was brought from Sir 
Obsolete Courtly, saying that the annual surprise inspection 
of the guns, would take place tomorrow. The inspectors were 
at the palace, so word was sent to Sir Obsolete that he should 
entertain them, and that the official would accompany them 
on their visit.
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CHAPTER XIX.--THE INSPECTION OF THE 
GUNS.
In the morning all was bustle and confusion. This annual visit 
always made an exciting holiday; all the more so because it 
took place without notice. The inspection itself had now 
no importance, and was only an obsolete custom, which, 
although important enough when it was first instituted, was 
now only a matter of form. In fact the whole affair was nothing 
but fun, which was generally of a very hilarious character. Its 
periodical occurrence had taken from the event any interest 
as to its origin, and no one cared one whit for the history it 
symbolized any more than they do for any other regularly 
performed ceremonial of custom or religion.
But, as some of our readers may like to know the meaning 
of the custom, I may state that it originated after the last great 
war in which it is estimated that over fifteen millions of men 
were actually engaged. A writer of the period giving in round 
numbers, “The armies of Russia five millions, Germany three 
and a half, France, three, Austria, two, and Italy one and a half 
millions.”
The awful scientific weapons that were used during this long 
war, had produced terrible devastation throughout the length 
and breadth of Europe, and had caused so many millions of 
houseless, starving widows and orphans to wander, to suffer, 
and to die amongst the wrecks of former happy homes.
When the armistice occurred in which the nations painfully 
tried to recover breath in order to renew the terrible conflict, 
America backed up by all the Eastern monarchs suggested 
to the panting combatants that a permanent peace should be 
declared. The States representative, urged that in the future 
the dollar should be the universal salve, for all the wounds of 
national honour, as it long ago had been for all those of the 
honour of the individual, who for instance (among sane men) 
thought of fighting a duel and getting a bodily hurt to cure a 
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wound of honour. A wife’s unfaithfulness, a slander, or any 
other such bruise to one’s personal pride, had a financial plaster 
whose size was estimated by an unprejudiced jury. Why should 
not nations adopt the same system? In the suffering state of 
the weary foes this advice seemed admirable. At the peace of 
Paris it was arranged that all disputes between nations should 
be settled by an arbitration court of five, chosen in such a way 
as to avoid favouritism. In this court all the matters of dispute 
would be settled, and every nation and monarch should be 
considered exactly the same—a private individual; all debts 
being distrained for, and judgment issued similar to those of 
the ordinary courts of law. On the suggestion of an eloquent 
barrister, in order to avoid disputes and waste of words, it 
was agreed that law, not justice, should be supreme, or, as the 
lawyer urged, it had always been found that legal difficulties 
are so easy to settle, in fact almost settling themselves; whilst 
of justice it was a fact that men’s ideas always differed. Each 
side had its own standard. Whilst many persons considered 
that possession was the basis of just holding, others urged that 
human weal was the sole test of the right. He urged that law, 
not being based on any sense of justice or right but being only 
a written statement expressing the will of the law giver was a 
mode of settling matters, quite satisfactory. In fact, perfectly.xiv
It is generally said that this elevation of the dollar into the 
dove of peace gave it such a sanctity in the eyes of the people, 
that the words “Oh Almighty Dollar” became so much a 
form of speech that the growing religion of riches was soon 
universal.
What is certain is the fact that this mode of appealing to 
wealth, instead of war, initiated the new power of the capitalist, 
and led to the final triumph of the ledger over the sword.
It was readily seen that an armed peace would not do; so 
all were to disarm. But in this way the Caucasian race might 
be the prey of the swarming hordes of China, and the East 
Morganeering98
generally.1 The guns therefore were not destroyed, but were 
taken to pieces, and the bodies of a number were kept in 
each continent under seals and keys, whilst the breaches 
and other parts were scattered among other nations. Such 
precautions were taken soxv that it required the consensus of 
a great majority of nations before the guns could be rendered 
serviceable.
But whilst we are talking, the crowd is on its way. The gun 
store is far up amongst the mountains. Every available vehicle, 
whether train, carriage or aeromote is in requisition. As soon 
as the news of the event was known an immense crowd of 
those who could not get quick vehicles had started the evening 
before, and all was bustle and excitement on the road.
As pictures and descriptions of the old Derby days are 
extant from which to form an idea of this gigantic picnic, it 
would be a waste of time and words to particularize.
Dora and her party entered into the spirit of the gathering, 
but now and then she thought she detected an expression of 
worry on Lady Courtly’s face. When they had arrived at their 
destination all were engaged in the amusements of the day. She 
took her friend into their private tent, and pressed her to tell 
her the cause of her trouble. Lady Courtly evaded her friend’s 
enquiries and said it was nothing. But at last she opened her 
mind and told her that she was annoyed by her maid.
“What! by that clever little Minnie?”
“Yes, the impertinent creature. I had occasion to reprove her 
for the levity of her behaviour with one of the young officials, 
and I told her this morning that it must cease. She asked me 
in a saucy way if it were my business. There was a good deal 
said, and I became rather angry, and she very violent. I feel so 
degraded to have been led into a dispute with a maid.”
1 Anti-Chinese sentiment was particularly strong in the late nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries.
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“My dear Lillian,” Dora said, “Don’t let such an event spoil 
your pleasure.”
“It is not so much that, as what she said. In her passion she 
taunted me with flirting with Arthur, and told me she was not 
as bad as I was. She said that she had had a chance to marry a 
miser as old and decrepit and as rich as my husband, but had 
not sold herself to such a degradation. In my sense of its truth 
I lost all anger and tried to reason with her, but her temper 
was so much roused that she said, This is the last you will see 
of me until I am Countess of Crumbling Towers. Evidently 
the moral thing to do, is to marry one’s body to a wreck, and 
then enjoy the company of one’s youthful lovers.”
“I should not mind the girl,” said Dora.
“But,” asked Lady Courtly, “Are her words anything more 
than the unspoken feelings of all about me? Are they not my 
own thoughts put into definite expression? I feel it so much 
and have often been so miserable that were it not for my 
cowardice, I should have put an end to my wretched life long 
ago.”
“Do not talk that way my dear friend. Sir Obsolete cannot 
live forever; he must ---”
“Hush,” quickly interrupted Lady Courtly, “Don’t talk of 
that. He will outlive me, and if not I cannot bear the idea of 
my happiness depending on his death. If such a thought were 
to find lodgement on my mind I should feel like a murderess. 
It is one of the most awful thoughts to me. It tells me how 
wrong our system is, in which so many are waiting for the 
good times that shall follow someone’s death, often a parent, 
but I feel more often still, one’s life partner.”
Much as Dora sympathized with her friend, yet she could 
not resist her love of gossip, and her mind had travelled to the 
saucy maid; so she asked Lady Courtly if she thought there 
was really any foundation for the girl’s boast.
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“Oh! Likely enough. I know the dreadful old creature has 
called on me several times lately, and more than once he must 
have known I was absent.”
“Did you not suspect the sly little traitress?”
“Not in that direction. It was Lord Littlebrain whom I 
questioned her about, but I never thought of the Earl of 
Crumbling Towers.”
The agitation of her friend was so great that Dora got her 
husband to send her home to the palace in the aeromote. Dora 
had wished to take her home to Wainoni but Lady Courtly 
said she would not see Mr. Stanley for a time, and desired 
the quiet of her own rooms. She would plead sickness to Sir 
Obsolete that she might be alone for a while.
Until the picnic Dora spent her days with her stricken 
friend, reading and discussing the condition of the world as 
it was, as her mind pictured it under the teaching of Sterling.
In the deep sympathy of her loving company, Lady Courtly’s 
despairing mood passed, and she felt that even if she did not 
live so long herself, yet a time was surely coming when such a 
life of misery as hers had been, would be impossible.
CHAPTER XX--STERLING DISCOURSES ON 
FEDERATION.
Lady Courtly had remained with her husband at the Palace, 
Stanley coming on with Sterling to Wainoni with Dora and 
her husband. It was surprising that a number of matters 
they seemed always to have to talk over. Stanley with all his 
intelligence was a true conservative; he believed that things as 
they were, were perhaps best, if not, it was dangerous to change, 
or worse might result. The doctrine of political economy based 
on the notion that it is a struggle for existence of the individual 
that has developed man, seemed of so obvious a character, so 
certain, as to be almost incontrovertible. That the family was 
the natural, social unit was to him an infallible dogma; that the 
worship of wealth with all its terrible accompanying distress, 
was perhaps the best religion for man’s moral and spiritual 
welfare. The fact that hundreds of religions held in reverence 
by countless millions had been swept away, had never been 
placed before his mind as to suggest that perhaps the religion 
of riches was wrong; that because millions believed it, did 
not in any way prove its correctness. He did not remember 
that social relations of the most varied kind had existed quite 
dissimilar to the isolated family, and had bound together an 
enormous majority of the race even in historic times, and 
that during the hundreds of thousands of years of prehistoric 
development it was probably unknown.
Dora’s horror at the state of things revealed in the tour of 
inspection, had somewhat shaken his faith in the perfection 
of the present; so that Sterling’s views fell upon the fertile soil 
of his powerful mind, and promised to produce an abundant 
harvest of ideas, such as would alter the whole character of 
his opinions. There was an excellent library at Wainoni, and 
Sterling referred Stanley to many books in which aspects of 
life, quite new to him, were considered.
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The long evenings the four usually spent together discussing 
the tremendously complex problems of life as disclosed by 
history, by experience and in the utopias of great minds who 
have brooded over these enigmas.
Dora and her husband were of a happy hopeful nature, 
desirous of finding the truth, and of putting it into practice.
Stanley was earnest and fairly cheerful, but like most 
educated men of experience whose lives have been spent solely 
among the successful and the egoistic class, his idea of the 
race was not high, and his views of life distinctly pessimistic. 
He thought that the awful woes humanity suffered from were 
inherent in the race. To him it seemed that as water runs to the 
lowest level, so man’s life tends to misery. In striking contrast 
to him was the enthusiastic optimist Sterling. His early life 
had shown him what perfection of happiness may be enjoyed 
when human impulse is under just law wisely adminstered.xvi
Our friends are debating in a luxurious room from whose 
ceiling the soft pure rays of the electric light stream down 
upon the group. It was a scene that would have charmed 
an artist. Sterling was speaking with eyes aglow with fire 
and enthusiasm. Wise little girlish Dora with her ruby lips 
parted showing her exquisite teeth, sits intently drinking in 
his words. Stanley is lounging back in an easy chair with a 
somewhat sceptical smile on his face; whist Charlie’s mind 
is evidently divided between his admiration of his darling’s 
beauty and the interest of the subject.
In answer to Dora’s questions Sterling has been eloquently 
speaking of his opinion of the perfection of his boyhood’s home. 
This has produced the question from Stanley as to what is the 
spur for action in such a place where there were no rewards?
Sterlingxvii answered, “The same as is ever the keenest spur, 
the same incentive as ever produces the noblest work. The 
esteem of one’s fellows, and the love of grand achievement.”
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“But how did you manage about the idle and the worthless? 
I am sure that if you were to feed all the people whether they 
worked or not, you would have a precious lot of loafers now.”
“Doubtless at first, perhaps, 10 per cent would choose to 
be idle. But what of that? One tenth of the product of labour 
would be wasted--and now the idle take nine tenths.xviii One 
tenth of the product of labour would be wasted--and now the 
idle take nine tenths. If the idle were no better off than the 
industrious are now, your present system would be a hundred 
times as bad as if one tenth were idle.”
“I believe,” said Stanley, “If they were not driven by fear 
and hunger, that there would be far more than one tenth who 
would be idle.”
“Well,” answered Sterling, “Grant it so, the present system 
would still be twenty times as bad as if one half the entire 
population of the Globe chose to do nothing.”
“Yes” answered Stanley “I suppose it is so. I cannot contest 
your figures, and I own I had not looked at it in that light before.”
Stirling continued “When it is honourable to work and a 
disgrace to be idle, there would be but few who would not 
prefer work. With you it is disgraceful to do anything useful. 
Yet, to the strong and healthy, muscular activity is a delight. 
See how you work at athletics, at hunting, at boating, cricket, 
etc. You call it play because you like it. It is harder work than 
any toil in our commune where work was noble and generally 
loved. It is estimated that a successful athlete works 6 times as 
hard as a labourer. The harvest we made an outdoor festival 
in which all worked; so keeping our brain clear of excessive 
mental overwork and body free from dyspepsia. Then, 
our weekly gardening days were perfect picnics, ending in 
delightful strolls with those we loved to see the effect of the 
work. We played at working with the most surprising results. 
It is the disgrace you have chosen to inflict on labour, and the 
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absence of comfort with which work is done that renders it 
irksome.”
“I cannot think how you ever made up your mind to do 
away with personal property. To me it seems so unnatural. I 
think everyone longs to possess something.”
“But do you not see that everything in the place was for the 
use of each individual. All the galleries with their choice works 
of art, the lovely parks and gardens with the trees, fountains, 
and flowers were felt to be the property of every person in 
the group. All who loved gardening worked in the garden 
bees. The sense of possession was thus not destroyed; it was 
increased a hundredfold.xix It was entirely without that feeling 
of impending disaster that all may be swept away, and that 
detracts so much from the pleasure of possession with many 
people.xx The home was a vast family with the advantage that 
its control was not under the will of an ignorant, prejudiced, 
capricious head, needing to be tricked or cajoled into any 
given line of action. Every adult member had an equal share in 
the management. Hence, the sense of possession was far more 
complete than that of the members of an ordinary household.”
“Yes,” said Dora, “I can understand that if it were thought 
as noble to do good work as to play a game, strong people 
would enjoy the exertion.”
Stanley answered, “Your description reminds me of the 
words of another author of the Victorian age, one Charles 
Kingsley, whose ‘Hypatia’ I was reading to-day.1 Describing 
‘the monastery of the Laura’ he says, ‘For the common good 
as well as for his own, each man had toiled up the glen with 
his palm leaf basket of black mud from the river Nile, over 
whose broad sheet of silver, the glen’s mouth yawned abrupt.xxi 
For the common good each man had swept the ledges clear 
of sand, and sown in the scanty, artificial soil, the harvest of 
1 Charles Kingsley, Hypatia: or, New Foes With an Old Face. 2 vols. London: J. W. 
Parker and Son, 1853.
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which all were to share alike; to buy clothes, books, and chapel 
furniture for the common necessities, education and worship. 
Each man sat day after day, week after week, his mind full of 
high and heavenly thoughts, weaving the leaves of the little 
palm copse into baskets, which an aged monk exchanged for 
goods with the more prosperous and frequented monasteries 
of the opposite bank.’”
“Kingsley from these words, evidently saw the beauty of 
communal living.”
“I daresay it is so,” said Dora, “The furniture of a common 
home would feel to be one’s own after a while. But I should 
like to know how the idea originated?”
Sterling answered that the whole matter was the outcome 
of the study of the mode of developments of the race. After 
Darwin’s consummate genius had pierced the obscurity that 
hung over the mode of creation, all the great truths regarding 
the part played by man’s passions, emotions, and aspirations, 
were investigated and slowly understood. Darwin showed 
us that it is highly probable that the whole organic world is 
one vast family. That the most infinite variety of existing, and 
extinct species were produced by the struggle of each organism 
to accommodate itself to the especial surroundings of its being. 
Those most suited to the environment survived; the others 
perished. Every being was seen to be the result of its birth, 
and the agencies acting upon it. But development may have 
been by the fittest unit, or the fittest group of units.xxii On the 
other hand our communal idea was based on the thought that 
man had not been developed by the persistence of the fittest 
unit, but by that of the fittest group of units. Such a mode of 
evolution requiring qualities which, when at their highest, we 
call Christ-like. It seems to me obvious that the quality most 
valuable to the persistence of the individual is self-love. Whilst 
that of the units of the persistent group is the love of others.”
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“How,” asked Stanley, “Did you prove that the evolution of 
man, was by the struggle of groups instead of individuals?”
“We did not prove it, but we rendered it in the highest 
degree probable. Our eminent historians, antiquarians, 
and ethnologists with their immense stores of knowledge, 
assisted by our own physicists with their judgment, trained 
by research to the very verge of infallibility, investigated the 
matter. Language, ethnological remains, barbarous and savage 
customs, and the results of the past to be found in existing 
customs were all investigated and the ultimate judgment was 
that not the persistent individual but the persistent group 
had developed the human race. Every great investigation 
had long ago come to the conclusion that everywhere 
immediately preceding civilization, all the finer races lived 
in gentesxxiii or groups, where the children are related to the 
tribe, not the father. The qualities such as cruelty, meanness, 
jealousy, unscrupulousness, heartlessness are required by the 
persistent individual, and doubtless has played a large part in 
the development of the predatory beast and the venomous 
serpent. Whilst the principal group qualities are summed 
up in the name ‘Altruism’. Of these we have examples in 
loving self-sacrifice, the enjoyment of happiness only when 
the enjoyment is shared by others, high-spirited disregard of 
personal danger for the sake of the loved ones of the group.xxiv 
It is thus seen that in all likelihood self-love is our inheritance 
from the brute, and love of others from our human ancestors. 
The former being the fountain of all vices, and the latter 
of all virtues. The origin of each of our qualities were then 
investigated, and those such as hate and jealousy that were the 
result of our brute ancestry, were separated from those loving 
qualities that properly belonged to man. Lastly, the modes of 
life that tended to produce either of these groups of qualities 
were studied, and it was demonstrated that competitive strife 
tended to exalt the brute and that communal co-operation 
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tended to develop true manhood. These ideas are instilled 
into our people by the advanced thinkers, led by a man of 
extraordinary eloquence, in whom the enthusiasm for 
humanity and reverence for truth seemed to him like a beacon 
of hope to all who heard him.”
“You seemed to have implicit faith that you lived under the 
most perfect condition possible.”
“Not at all,” said Sterling, “We were not so dogmatic as 
that, we were slowly seeking for truth, and trying to practice 
the right. The ultimate form of our Federation, with its 
communal groups of almost equal wealth federated into a 
nation, was only reached after a great number of experiments. 
Every mode of co-operative life was encouraged, and those 
that seemed the most successful in producing happiness we 
investigated, to find the especial qualities that appeared to 
lead to success. Those were grafted on the groups, and soon 
each improvement as it proved itself became general.”
“Did you have easy divorce?” asked Dora, whose mind 
travelled to her absent friend, Lady Courtly.
“Don’t you think,” said Charlie, “It would be a pleasant 
break if we had a little music?” It must be confessed that the 
long discussion was beginning to make him feel decidedly 
sleepy, and it was with difficulty he had hidden one or two 
tremendous yawns that threatened dislocation to the jaw.
“After he has answered my question,” said Dora.
“Hear! Hear!” cried Stanley.
“I am afraid the answer will take some time,” said Sterling.
“Then I vote that Dora gives us at least one song before we 
begin.”
Charles instantly began to look for the music, and soon 
handed her “Auld Robin Grey.”1
1 “Auld Robin Grey” is the title of a ballad written by Lady Anne Lindsay in 1772.
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“I suppose I must obey my Lord and Master,” said 
Dora laughing, and Stanley seated himself at the piano to 
accompany her.
Dora had a charming voice, and with her sympathetic, 
artistic nature, could not fail to render the song with taste and 
expression.xxv The hearty applause of her auditors soon proved 
this was really the case, and she was induced by Sterling to 
sing another song, as it reminded him of the happy evenings 
at home. Even this did not content them, so she suggested a 
duet with her husband. Dora had selected several duets that 
suited his baritone voice, and her own full soprano, and the 
duet was a real musical treat.
After it Dora ordered coffee and the talk drifted to 
current topics, and soon it was elicited that Lois would be 
at Christchurch before the picnic, for which an invitation 
had been sent off. This greatly delighted the little lady, who 
was eagerly looking forward to a peep at the devoted wife of 
Sterling, and she pictured what a treat such an event would 
be to the pair. Dora was most anxious to know what Lois 
would think of the change in her husband’s appearance, and 
she thought that Lois would hardly recognise him. She had 
decided to call them Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner.
They chatted about his journey from China, and Sterling 
told them that so tremendous was the contrast of the old and 
new life to his fellow communists, that their discontent of the 
present and love of the past was communicating itself to the 
other workmen, and that some world-wide movement was 
imminent; but what form it would take was yet undecided. His 
chief desire was to prevent force and bloodshed. As he was well-
known by his country-men from the energy he had displayed 
before the breaking up of his home, he hoped to influence them 
so that they should organize the whole world, in order that 
their mere united moral force would be irresistible. He also 
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told them that old Van der Blunt had been in the commune 
almost from its infancy, and knew all about its history.
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CHAPTER XXI.--COMMUNISM.
The next evening after the inspection, Dora brought the talk 
back again to the question of divorce.
Sterling explained that the more easyxxvi divorce was made 
the better it seemed to work. Ultimately, the mere will of 
either was sufficient. Of course, as every woman and child in 
the commune had equal rights to maintenance with the men, 
the parting of an uncongenial pair was not much felt, as every 
woman had not only female, but many male friends. But Dora 
asked about the children. “When the children lived in a group 
home, divorce was not severely felt, as it was in an ordinary 
family. There was no need if the links of love ceased to be 
efficacious, for the fetters of legality to continue the union as a 
bondage of hate. Two, who had been united by physical fitness 
in early life were not forced in maturity to a cruel servitude if 
their moral natures were found to jar.”
“Were there many divorces?” asked Dora.
Where love was absolutely free, it is remarkable how 
durable it is; it must be owned that a passionate love gave place 
to loving friendship. It is so different from a rigid marriage. In 
that case, whilst in courtship that higher nature guides the 
reins of love; but after marriage the lower nature too often 
assumes the reins of possession.”xxvii
“Were there no marriages of convenience with you?” Dora 
asked.
“Of course not, where there was no personal property, and 
there was perfect social equality, the idea was absurd. Besides, 
in a place where the influence of love was so powerful, we 
knew that the marriage of two loving hearts was the only true 
paradise; and that a union of indifference is nothing less than 
purgatory; whilst a bondage with hate is hell. Love was thus 
the only inducement to marriage.
“I am afraid,” said Jones “I should not have liked that 
system. I could not bear the thought of losing you, my little 
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pet,” he said turning to his wife. “I like to feel you are my very 
own.”xxviii
“And so Mr. Charles,” said Dora, “you will have to be very 
good and obedient or I may get a divorce.”
“Of course with so easy a dissolution, I must own that 
the sense of possession was never strong. It was not even 
strong enough for courtship to cease, and life was one long 
honeymoon. At marriage the thoughtful lover did not give 
place to the complacent husband. Every one knew that if one 
ceased to be the lover one might easily cease to be the husband 
too; so that all the tender companionship of the courtship 
accompanied marriage.”
“Was there not great licentiousness?” asked Stanley.
“Certainly not; history clearly shows licentiousness is the 
ulcerous gangrene produced by the galling fetters of asceticism. 
In Rome under the Republic a Roman officer was degraded 
for kissing his wife in front of his daughter. This rigidity was 
followed by the awful bestiality of the empire. It has ever been 
found that nothing is so efficacious in killing lust as a living 
love. Who has not seen examples of the libertine stopping 
for a time his evil courses under the influence of a pure love 
for a noble girl. Depend upon it the satisfaction of true love 
destroys brutalising lust.”
“Although the idea has never occurred to me before,” said 
Stanley “I believe you are right. In the stifling of pure love 
we have given the libertine his power to influence for evil so 
many beautiful female minds.”
Sterling continued, “A woman must be loved, it is her very 
life. If you make friendship between the two sexes a matter of 
disgrace, you prevent all the finer males from indulging the 
universal feeling of the race towards these friendships; whilst 
the selfish libertine indulges in them to the infinite injury of 
the female mind thus brought under his evil influences.”
Morganeering112
Stanley remarked, “You will not imply that women as a rule 
love libertines.”
“Any rightminded girl,” Sterling replied, “would not 
associate with a man of a known profligate life; but your 
libertines take care to gild their characters. I call any man a 
libertine who would take any liberty with a woman that, if 
taken with his own wife, sister or daughter, he would censure 
in another man. The true lover would die to give the loved one 
joy, whilst the libertine often slays for his own selfish pleasure. 
You may be certain, that man alone loves who finds more joy 
in the happiness of the loved one than in his own.”
“If there was so much freedom for love, was there not great 
scandal?” asked Dora.
“How could there be scandal when all love was looked 
upon as a sacred matter. Women at length showed in all the 
full glory of their pure natures. All their fine emotions had 
full play. The almost unfathomable depths of women’s love 
showed itself when the frost of formalism was removed. Any 
woman as such was so reverenced that a man could as soon 
think of destroying a beautiful plant as insulting a woman. 
Where there was perfect freedom of choice, a youth naturally 
preferred the companionship of one he loved, and where is 
love as pure as that of the young lover for the one he hopes to 
win for his bride?”
“And you actually had no chaperons,” said Dora.
“No chaperons or espionage of any kind. Every girl was 
taught all her nature. She was not ignorant and called innocent. 
Physiology was fully taught, and she knew what was harmful 
to health, to mind and to soul, as well as she knew that fire 
would burn. The fruit of the tree of good and evil was so well 
known that she did not need to taste the evil any more than 
she would think of taking poison to know its effects.”
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“But,” answered Dora, “it seems to me as if all the lovely 
bloom of her innocence was wiped off, and so she could not 
be injured farther.”
“You state the exact reverse to the truth,” said Sterling. “All 
knew the delicacy of the bloom, so all prized its beauty, and 
each was careful to preserve it intact. I ask you, is the educated 
botanist or the uncultured clown the more likely to preserve 
the exquisite bloom of the delicate grape? Rest assured, 
there is a vast difference between innocence and ignorance. 
Innocence is a soil in which sin will not germinate, whilst 
ignorance is only a soil upon which the germs of sin has not 
fallen. You spoke of friendship between men and women, were 
they common? They were universal. The women shared with 
men and gave an enthusiastic impulse to original research, to 
literature, to art, and even to the highest mental problems, and 
it was in a large measure due to the extraordinary sympathy 
existing between the sexes that our commune was so original, 
and added so wonderfully to the intellectual, the artistic, and 
the material resources of the world. It is well-known that 
a spark of genius is often kindled by the friction between 
dissimilar minds.”
“There must have been a lot of jealousy if the men had so 
many female friends,” said Charles.
“But both sexes were equally free; besides, with perfect 
love there can be no jealousy. Love is the desire to see the 
loved one happy. It is not perfect if it does not find pleasure in 
all that gives joy to the loved. If the company of another gives 
that enjoyment, the true lover is not jealous, he is pleased. 
A mother’s love for her child has always been free. Is that a 
jealous love?”
“It seems to me,” said Stanley, “as far as I have seen, although 
marriage may be a poor soil for love, it is a very hotbed for 
jealousy.”
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“Doubtless,” answered Sterling, “that there is that 
consolation in the sense of ownership. Love may die, but 
jealousy will actually luxuriate on its decay. Be assured 
that the highest love is incapable of jealousy. But clearly 
understand that sexual desire and love are different feelings. 
Desire is sometimes accompanied by love, and love frequently 
culminates in desire, but they are distinctly two emotions. 
Love always ennobles; whilst desire frequently brutalises.”
Dora said that her husband was sleepy, and as she herself 
was tired, she thanked Sterling for his interesting information, 
and after telling him that she hoped to hear further of his old 
home, and especially of its religious system she wished her 
guests goodnight.
As soon as Dora was gone, Stanley said, “There are several 
matters I should like to know further about. It has been known 
that for many years past, the criminal and thriftless classes 
are swarming, whilst the educated do not have anything like 
so many children; how did you manage about that in your 
home?”
“The three great defects of the individualisticxxix system 
apparently insoluble in the isolated family found an easy 
solution in the group. The three questions I refer to are 
Eugenics, or the improvement of the race, the population 
question, and the awful waste of love. Illicit love, if stifled, is 
the source of the most acute agony. If indulged in secret being 
considered wrong, it has the effect of entirely destroying the 
delicacy of the conscience; yet the amount of love either lost 
or illicitly indulged in is simply terrible to contemplate. In the 
home all love is free; but no crime was considered so heinous 
as for unsuitable persons to have children. Thus, by the mere 
natural selection of love, warding simply against unfitness we 
enormously improved the race.”
“How did you manage about the habitual drunkard or 
criminal?”
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“Long before I was born they had disappeared in the early 
days of the commune. They were either isolated or sterilized, 
and the class has consequently disappeared.”
“You must have had an unduly increasing population.”
“Certainly not,” said Sterling, “no undesired children were 
born, and it was found that the sense of maternity was always 
strong enough to keep the population up to any given point. 
Of course you can understand, with the care taken in this 
respect and the healthy surroundings, there were incredibly 
few deaths; whilst the most remarkable thing always noticed 
by strangers, was the youthful look of all the people. They 
appeared fully fifteen per cent younger than the other people 
of the same age.”
“Was prostitution at all common in the state?
“It was practically unknown. True marriage we considered 
to be a union of the sexes sanctified by love. Prostitution is 
sexual union for a consideration, whether the consideration 
be a coronet or half a crown. If two married persons hated 
each other, and continued to have children, we should have 
looked upon such a union with loathing. Love alone sanctifies 
marriage, and we considered prostitution to be at its lowest, 
when a shrivelled miser bought a beautiful high-souled girl 
and placed on her finger the golden symbol of bondage to 
himself.”
Stanley thought of his own love, whose lot Sterling had so 
unintentionally described; the pure-hearted, unhappy, lovely 
Lady Courtly, and he felt the truth of every word, but was too 
upset to reply; so he quietly wished him good-night and went 
to his chamber. But not to sleep. The powerful words of the 
young communistic had touched the deepest feelings of his 
nature and the unfortunate position of his heart’s love seemed 
to him more horrible than ever. But the problem of the right 
thing to do appeared insoluble. A gravity of demeanour 
infected him, that did not leave him for many weeks.
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CHAPTER XXII.--A DISCUSSION OF RELIGION.
The next day news being received that the ship probably 
bringing Lois was at the heads, Stanley and Sterling took the 
little aeromote to go to the ship at Lyttelton to meet the party; as 
it was possible that detectives might be present, they stood on 
the wharf to meet the vessel, Sterling wearing blue goggles. To 
his intense delight he saw Lois and Van der Blunt with Hector 
on his shoulder; he pointed them out to Stanley, who advised 
him to proceed alone to the aeromote, whilst he introduced 
himself to Lois, and the old man. This was quickly done. Their 
parcels were put together and he drove them to the aeromote. 
There, Lois and her husband had the unspeakable pleasure of 
once more meeting each other well, hopeful, and happy. What 
with the novelty of the surroundings and the delightful sense 
of liberty, the journey to Wainoni in the aeromote with her 
loved partner seemed but a few minutes. She was introduced 
to Dora, who quite came up to the standard of the enthusiastic 
description, that Sterling had given Lois of her appearance.1
The little creature’sxxx warm heart was full of love for the 
intellectual girl, whose life had been so hard for so many years, 
and had lately been so full of peril and bitter experiences.
The two women were soon friends; they seemed to have 
known each other for years. Dora showed Lois the rooms she 
had appointed for Sterling and herself. In Lois’ lovely little 
boudoir a table was laid with refreshments, and the kettle was 
boiling over the electric warmer.
Here Dora left them. If the reader is not capable of realizing 
the joy of Sterling at being with his wife and son again, and 
of the sense of the delightful repose and serene happiness of 
Lois after her many anxious days, we do not intend to assist 
them, but shall follow Dora’s example and leave them to 
themselves.xxxi
1 The last two sentences are run together in the published text, so here I have used 
the typescript, which reads better than the published version.
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The 21st of June, the shortest day, was as delightful as could 
be wished for. Far more so than Dora had dared to hope. Some 
five hundred guests had been invited. Some were to come in 
aeromotes, some by road, but the great majority would pull 
down the lovely river that was exactly opposite the gate. Dora 
was to receive the guests in the theatre, while Sterling and his 
wife and boy and Van der Blunt watched the arrivals from 
the high tower of the ruined castle already described. The 
arrival was a most animated picture. The immense number 
of vehicles of all kinds covering the road, which could be seen 
for a mile or more towards Christchurch; the flight of the 
aeromotes, and the trouble of making artificial anchorages, 
whilst the beautiful river was covered with a perfect flotilla of 
boats all gaily decorated.xxxii
As it was warm enough, the first meal was taken out of 
doors. The refreshments had been provided by the chef of the 
palace. Sir Obsolete and Lady Courtly were present with Dora 
to help to receive the guests and generally to supervise.xxxiii 
Although amusements of all kinds were provided, the 
wonderful out-door rink proved the chief attraction.
Wainoni had formerly been a set of sand-hills, and the 
rink was made running in and out amongst the hills [with] 
a large flat for ordinary skating in the centre, [and] a kind 
of switch-back rink down and up which the skaters moved 
with apparently breakneck rapidity, the chance of broken 
limbs seeming to add zest to the amusement.1 A long, broad, 
slight incline down which the skaters glided rapidly making 
evolutions of the most graceful and extraordinary character, 
the impetus being given solely by the slope.
The great number of different movements, single, in pairs 
and groups were such as could not have been realized by the 
old rinkest.xxxiv
1 There was a rink, much as described, at the real Wainoni.
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During the height of the amusement a telegram was 
received, asking Dora and her husband to visit Dora’s father in 
America early the next month; as he wished for her company 
and was also desirous for her to spend a few days with her 
sisters in America before the triple wedding which was to take 
place in England early in August. The picnic which had been 
most successful finished with a large banquet in the theatre.
The visitors left early to avoid the chill air that would be 
felt on the river. In the evening Sir Obsolete Courtly went to 
the palace, whist Lady Courtly stayed to enjoy the quiet of 
Wainoni at Dora’s request.
After much consultation it was decided to sail with 
Sterling’s party to the Lakes, and it was thought the best thing 
to do was that Sterling should write a history of the founding 
and growth, and a description of the final form of the Dutch 
commune. In the compilation of which Van der Blunt would 
be invaluable, and Lois would be able to act as an admirable 
secretary. It was highly desirable to have a sympathetic writer 
for this purpose, and it was imperative to act secretly.
Shortly after the picnic a violent sou’wester caused the 
weather to change suddenly, and the heavy rain forced the 
party to postpone their journey for some days.
Little did the six young people feel the imprisonment. 
Whilst the wind howled and the rain descended outside, 
all was warmth, joy, and happiness within. Music, reading, 
skating in the theatre, gardening in the plant houses, long 
chats, and occasional serious discussions.
Van der Blunt and Hector who had taken an extraordinary 
liking to each other sometimes accompanied the others, 
but generally liked to get into the workshop, the old fellow 
constructing windmills, cranes and other models, such as he 
told the little fellow, he used to teach his father and other boys 
to make in his old country.
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Sterling often remarked that the joy, the beauty, the activity 
and the comfort, reminded him of the old times in his glorious 
home, only that there was no class distinctions there, and the 
social life was greater.
Our young friends had some difficulty in understanding 
how they did without servants and how large groups could get 
on together without quarrelling.
Sterling explained the system of criticism by which the 
person was expected for his own sake to call together all his 
best friends, to tell him openly in what manner he might act 
differently in order to add to the general happiness. Terrible 
ordeals they sometimes were, at the time, most destructive, 
complacent, Pharisaicalxxxv; but healthy and tending to solid 
happiness.xxxvi The medicine was severe, but entirely efficacious. 
These criticisms were not so much felt by those who had been 
brought up within the homes. Each person gradually learned 
to watch his own conduct.xxxvii But to newcomers, to those 
who had left the outside world to join them, it was oftenxxxviii 
most startling to the person to discover his many small 
imperfections, all of which, althoughxxxix utterly unconscious 
of, yet were generally felt to be only too true when pointed 
out by friends.1
“I am sure I could not endure such an ordeal,” said Lady 
Courtly, “I am full of faults that I know of, and how many I 
possess unconsciously I cannot say; I could not bear it.”
“Those who had so little self-complacency as to dread 
criticism seldom felt it. It was the self-righteous that suffered,” 
Sterling replied. “And besides the competitive life is a veritable 
hotbed for evil doing; whilst in true co-operative life evil is 
a plant which being mis-suitedxl to its soil, pines naturally 
and is easily eradicated. In anxli competitive life the kindly 
must sink, as it is the especial soil of selfishness. If a generous 
1 Such a system was used in the Oneida Community in the U. S., and Bickerton 
was familiar with the community’s practices.
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man be born rich, he will most likely end his days amidst the 
industrial population. If he be born generous and poor he will 
almost certainly starve. In communism, love and generosity 
attract their like and the happy possessor of these qualities 
finds joy not only in his actions, but also in the companionship 
his work attracts. By mutual altruism the same toil often 
quadruples. The result addsxlii to this the spiritual benefit, and 
what an amazing gulf appears between the personal struggle 
and mutual self-help. In communal life there is a natural 
tendency to good, that it is almost solely the thoughtless or 
the Pharisaical who feel the full force of criticism.”
“If it is the thoughtless people then I am sure I should get 
it warm,” said Jones.
“Yes,” answered Dora, “I think it would be you and not 
Lady Courtly that would have to fear criticism. But then, what 
a dear old boy you would be. You would be a perfect angel.xliii 
But,” she continued laughing, “What tremendous wings you 
would want to carry you. It is too awful to think of. It would 
never do for you to become too perfect, you are such a dear, 
loving darling as you are. I don’t think we must have you 
altered. Do you know, Mr. Sterling, I do not think I could stand 
your communes of people without a single redeeming flaw. I 
do so hate very good people; they are the most unpleasant 
personages of all my acquaintance.”
“Mrs Jones has exactly expressed my ideas,” said Stanley. 
“Your very good people are generally the most loveless, 
disagreeable, utterly contemptible creatures on the face of the 
earth.”
Sterling answered, “I thoroughly agreed when you speak of 
your nominal good people. With you the emotional woman is 
the ascetic saint. Remember, we voted asceticism the worst of 
the Pharisaicalxliv vices.”
“Remember,” answered Dora, “How can one remember 
what one has heard nothing about? You never told us about 
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your religion at all; at least you have not told me. I do not 
know how much you have told Mr. Stanley.”
“I am as ignorant as yourself I assure you,” answered 
Stanley.
“Please tell them” said Lois, “I think your religion was the 
most beautiful part of the whole of the many wonderful things 
you have told me of, about your old home.”
“I would willing do so dear,” he replied, “But a religion is not 
a matter to be explained in a few minutes. You have gradually 
learnt to love it by our long and many talks; but to appreciate a 
new religion, no matter how much more spiritual, how much 
higher or beautiful, demands much preparation.”
“But,” said Lady Courtly, “You may tell us why you hated 
asceticism. I should like to know, as I have always had a 
leaning towards the life of a nun, and regretted that our 
present worship of wealth did not encourage the life of the 
recluse.”
“I do not wish to hurt your feelings, Lady Courtly, but 
foolhardiness and asceticism were classified as the same order 
of folly. A foolhardy action is a personal risk; for mere vanity, 
which, if done for the good of another would be a deed of 
heroism. Asceticism in the same way is self denial for mere 
self, by which no one benefits, although if undertaken for 
others’ welfare would be considered a noble action.
“In another way the teaching of Latin in schools and 
asceticism is of the same order. Latin was once the language 
of learned Europe, and to read the learned works of course 
demanded a knowledge of Latin. Afterwards when all Latin 
books had been well translated, and all new books were in 
the vernacular, teachers continued to teach Latin, as though it 
was still of use and nothing had happened.
“A life for other’s good often demands self-sacrifice; but 
the self-sacrifice is only a means to an end, namely human 
happiness.
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“Yet asceticism exalted the means instead of the end, and, 
curiously enough, often the self denial was the origin of 
much misery, instead of happiness to others. It was exactly 
like intending to take a walk to get something from a definite 
place, then walking the opposite way and saying the thing was 
got. Self-sacrifice is really a crime to one’s own nature, when 
not demanded by other’s well-being.
“Thank you,” said Lady Courtly. “It would not perhaps be 
asking too much of you to tell us the name of your religion.”
“Certainly not. I should be delighted to tell you all about it 
if the time allowed,” he said. “It was Christianity, but it was a 
religion of action instead of profession. It substituted reality 
for sham, sincerity for hypocrisy, and deeds for words. Our 
Christianity and the ecclesiasticism of the same name that was 
practiced in the nineteenth century differed chiefly in the fact 
that we attempted to do what Jesus approved instead of what he 
condemned. It was the worship of altruism, of the Christ-like, 
of all that is divine in man, regulated by a profound reverence 
for truth. It was a religion that courted rather than feared 
enquiry; that loves light rather than darkness. It was a wakeful 
scientific faith, instead of a lethargic ignorant credulity. Every 
new thought that enlarged its scope, or enriched its action, 
was welcomed instead of being repelled as a heresy, and 
stigmatised as blasphemous.”
“I don’t think I should like such a religion,” said Jones. “I 
like something definite, a clear code of right and wrong. I like 
a thing to be fixed. I don’t know where a fellow’s conscience 
would be if he were always changing his opinions.”
“But opinions seldom change. They only grow larger and 
became clearer. When a faith is based on broad and fearless 
scientific investigation, it has seldom any great fundamental 
error; and under such a system men did not fear the effect of 
further research. It is a frail faith that fears strong truth.”
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Lady Courtly remarked, that her mother had always said 
that the worship of wealth was the first time that religion had 
been a religion of action. “I understood that Christianity had 
always been a religion of profession, and was quite unsuitable 
for practice. Is it not true that Christ spoke directly against 
riches and thrift, and even suggested that the wellbeing of the 
world was of greater importance to a person than his own 
family. That he should leave father, mother and even wife, and 
follow him.”
“My dear Lady Courtly, doubtless your mother was right. 
The worship of wealth is very possibly the only religion really 
suitable to competition. I imagine, also, that Christianity must 
have had a hard time of it, associated with wealth.”
“I suppose the two are incompatible. We chose Christianity, 
and you have chosen wealth and make it a god. Each religion 
may be sincere alone, but ‘Ye cannot serve God and mammon.’ 
Christianity is really the religion of the successful group, and 
mammon of the successful individual. ‘Ye cannot serve both.’”
A servant who had knocked at the door during the latter 
part of the conversation, again knocked and was told to come 
in. He told Dora that a party of gentlemen had come down in 
a steamboat to see her. He handed her a card and Dora burst 
out laughing.
“Here’s Lord Littlebrain come down with a surprise party. 
Tell his lordship to come in.”
The servant left and soon returned with a smiling young 
man whose personality remarkably corresponded with his 
name.
“Beg pardon, Mrs. Jones. Didn’t know you had company. 
Hope I don’t intrude.
“Oh no! Certainly not.”
She introduced him to her friends. “Now, it is kind of you,” 
she said, “to come out in all this rain.”
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“Got too awfully bored to stop in, and so I said to the 
fellows of the antisense club, ‘Let’s go down and call on Mrs. 
Jones.’ All the fellows thought it a jolly notion, and here we 
are.”
“Well,” said Dora, “What shall it be? Shall we have them in 
here or shall we go to the theatre?”
“I say the theatre. Don’t you, Lady Courtly?”
“Yes, I think so,” she answered.
So the party adjourned, and Lord Littlebrain went to 
fetch his companions. Soon all was fun and frolic.xlv Skating, 
billiards, music, and rollicking songs with choruses were 
indulged in, for the young people had found out that in the 
absence of Sir Obsolete Courtly, Dora not only allowed, but 
enjoyed any harmless fun; although most strongly objecting 
to anything low or coarse.
Sterling and Lois stayed some time with the others; but they 
soon left. Their terrible experiences were too recent and their 
anxiety too great to enjoy hilarious amusement. Lois went 
to sit a while with her boy, and her husband to have a talk 
with Van der Blunt over their plans, and especially over the 
writing of the history of the commune. All books giving any 
account of the federation had been destroyed; but Sterling’s 
wide reading, and Van der Blunt’s personal experiences would 
have to suffice. After about a couple of hours the visitors went 
off to their boat. The rain had ceased. The nearly full moon 
was shining, and there was every sign of a sharp frost, with the 
prospect of the next day being fine.
After the party left, our friends had a consultation before 
retiring; and it was settled that if the weather allowed it they 
would start for the lakes the next day.
The next day did not belie the promise of the previous 
evening, and the friends separated. Stanley and Lady Courtly 
rode to the Palace, and Jones took Sterling and his party to the 
Lakes; whilst Dora stayed at home.
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The journey in the aeromote was really superb. The Alps 
were clothed to the very base in a garment of the purest white 
on which the sun sent its nearly horizontal rays; whilst every 
shadow seemed fringed with a brilliant line of silver.
At the great lake itself the snow reached in most places 
down to the precipitous mountain sides. Small avalanches 
were constantly falling, giving an air of singular wildness to 
the scene.
The Sterlings were installed in charge of the châlet, with 
full power to use the carriages, boats and steamers, should 
they wish a change, and here we must leave them at their task 
until Dora’s return from Europe.
Charles returned at once to Christchurch but the whole 
journey was one of regret that he had not induced Dora to 
accompany him.xlvi The exquisite loveliness of the play of 
warm colours over the magnificent mountains in their fresh 
Winter garb seemed to him to be worse than wasted, when 
Dora did not share the pleasure of the sight. As it grew dark, 
however, he was grateful she was absent, for the cold became 
very intense.
How warm and cosy it was in the evening when the 
cold journey was over and he was in Dora’s boudoir. It was 
so pleasant to be alone with his little wife, telling her of the 
surprising beauty of the scenes he had witnessed. As he had 
said, “When there is something very, very lovely, one does 




The preparations for the journey were ready in a week or so, 
and when the start was made Dora took her Chancellor and 
Lady Courtly with her, and to humour the old gentleman 
Miss Willowgreen accompanied him; whilst it was arranged 
that Stanley should meet them at the marriage ceremonies 
in England. The thought of so soon seeing their father had 
reminded them of the memoirs and catechism. With all their 
good resolutions they had worked but little at either, and 
latterly Sterling’s talks had taken both quite out of their minds; 
but now the unpleasant task must be grappled with, so on the 
journey Lady Courtly read both the books out aloud to her 
young companions, who both worked exceedingly hard. For 
Dora, feeling that she was drifting away so far from her father’s 
ideas, earnestly wished to please him with her knowledge of 
the studies he had prescribed her. Division of labour, food, 
supply and demand, etc., etc., became the current topics of 
conversation; whilst the many merits and money making 
qualities of the Wondergilt family were fully investigated.
The three friends were sitting in their comfortable saloon, 
Dora and Charles on a couch, whilst Lady Courtly is at the 
table reading, her shaded electric lamp being the only light in 
the room.
“Don’t you think we might give overxlvii for to-night?” Dora 
asked.
“I hardly think so,” said Charles, “for we have a lot to do 
and not too much time to do it in.”
“Very well, then. You are such a demon of industry, that 
you shall have your own way. What is the next thing?” asked 
Dora of Lady Courtly.
“It is the continuation of Argentine Wondergilt’s life; the 
account of his great enterprise.”
“Suppose I relieve you a little,” said Dora.
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“No thank you, I am not tired,” Lady Courtly answered, and 
began. “No undertaking showed in a more striking way the 
enterprise, the prudence, the ingenuity and the general ability 
of the Wondergilts than this remarkable venture. Before now 
we have had families noted for many different things. Thus, 
the Stevenson family, as scientific inventors,1 the Herschels 
as astronomers2 and the Derbys as diplomatists.3 But it was 
reserved for the Wondergilts to develop that most valuable 
quality of selling a thing for more than its value after buying 
it for less.
“It is estimated that the great Bonzaro was worth about 
a million, yet Argentine Wondergilt succeeded in buying it 
for fifteen thousand dollars, and finally sold it for over ten 
millions. Many good sales are recorded, but this is probably 
the most successful of all. Other ventures have resulted in 
greater gain; but they were in proportion of much greater real 
value, therefore not really deserving such high praise. Nor do 
these other transactions exhibit such original genius in money 
appropriation. It was estimated that fully fifty capitalists were 
seriously crippled; whilst many hundreds of smaller people 
were utterly ruined, and many thousands were so pinched in 
their means as to leave their homes and live in smaller houses.
“To buy a thing for less than its worth and to sell it for more 
than its worth are the two most virtuous acts of the pious 
wealth worshiper, and these were both included in this one 
transaction. Other members of the family have been richer 
than Argentine, but none made such bargains; and of all his 
bargains, it is generally believed that the Bonzaro was the best.
1 George Stevenson (1781–1848) is known as “the father of railways. His son, 
Robert (1803–1859) continued in his father’s path by building railways and 
particularly important bridges.
2 Frederick William Herschel (1738–1822) discovered Uranus and infrared 
radiation. His sister, Caroline Lucretia (1750–1848) discovered a number of 
comets.
3 The 14th and 16th Earls of Derby (1799–1869) and (1841–1908) were British 
politicians who held various diplomatic positions.
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“He bought it on the conditions of half profits. He found 
the money and did the management and shared the profits 
equally with the prospectors. He sank shafts to the lode, then 
drove a gallery at right angles and struck other lodes. He sank 
straight down until he could find no trace of silver; so he went 
on, always spending far more than he got out.
“In a year or so he had spent a million, and the output of 
silver was only a few hundred thousand. Of course the original 
owners had no pay, there being no profit, and wanted him to 
work at the silver itself; but he was sole manager, and, as he 
said, the expense was his. He never asked for a penny. At a 
stormy meeting, he offered to buy the mine out and out, as 
it owed him nearly a million which must be paid before any 
profits were declared.
“The bargaining went on and finally the mine that was 
honestly worth a million was bought for fifteen thousand 
dollars. Argentine went on in the old way, prospecting, 
driving, and preparing toxlviii work.
“When he knew every ounce of silver in the mine, and 
everything was ready to get out the whole of the ore, he went to 
work to get it out. Every week the cost of labour was published, 
and also the proceeds; these went up and up. The news of the 
success spread far and wide. Still the output increased, fifty 
thousand dollars worth was mined for a thousand dollars 
labour.
“More men were put on with still greater results. The 
concern he said was too large for a single capitalist, and so was 
converted into a company, with a million shares of five dollars 
each. One hundred thousand was floated at par, one dollar 
paid up. Still the output increased. The shares were quoted 
at a premium. The rush for shares continued, and Argentine 
gradually parted at increasing premiums.
“Whenxlix the last of the ore he actually knew of was out, he 
had sold the whole shares without making a call. Of course, 
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from that time, the expenses quickly increased, and soon the 
ore cost more to produce that it was worth. The shareholders 
still owed him four million dollars payable by instalments. 
There was some irritation expressed; but how could he help 
the fact of the silver giving out? He did not make the ore. To 
mark his gratitude for the success with which Providence had 
blessed his venture, he presented a site for a house of worship, 
giving a handsome donation towards the construction. He laid 
the foundation stone the week before his election as mayor, 
for which position he had been invited to stand by a large 
and influential requisition; and his admiring electors placed 
him by many times at the head of the poll. Even his bitterest 
enemies had to own to his liberality, all of them admitting 
that the election had been a costly one, and one even going 
so far as to say that he believed every vote had cost him at 
least fifty dollars. If this is admitted by his enemies, a friend 
cannot be accused of undue partiality, if he claims it as true. 
The extraordinary success of the floating of the great Bonzaro, 
caused the mayor elect to be associated with many ventures, 
all of which proved very profitable to all whose judgment or 
his advice led them to sell their shares, when they had risen to 
a considerable premium. Thus many fortunes were made by 
his means, and his name increased in importance. The losers 
generally chose to remain silent as to their losses, and those 
who were utterly ruined as a rule silently sank out of sight 
amongst the vast submerged, and their voice was but little 
heard amid the loud blast of the trumpets that welcomed the 
Prophets of finance.”l
During the reading of this history, Dora’s eyes were getting 
more and more brilliant, and her face flashed with anger. She 
cried out, “I will not hear any more, I hate the book. I will 
continue the lovely poem of Alexander Smith that I began last 
evening.1 I could not sleep if I went to bed with that account 
1 Alexander Smith (1829–1867) was a Scottish poet.
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for my last thoughts. I should have a horrible dream of some 
desperate ruined parent drowning himself and his whole 
family from hopeless despair, or else should expect some 
dreadful nightmare.”
“I should certainly like to hear more of Borlandli Hall,” 
said Lady Courtly. “Smith’s poems are the most beautiful of 
all the fine productions of the Victorian age.1 But don’t you 
think we had better finish the moral reflections at the close of 
the chapter? We should not have to again return to Argentine 
Wondergilt.”
This, after some discussion was agreed to.
Lady Courtly then again read as follows:--“Several general 
principles suggest themselves as worthy of note in the 
foregoing sketch.
“First, the importance of discreet liberality. Without this, 
Argentine’s success would not have been phenomenal. Most 
persons would have foolishly begun to get out the silver early 
in the undertaking, thus allowing the original discoverer of 
the mine to take a half share of the entire venture.
“They would also have been economical of commissions 
and advertisements; but Argentine knew better. His experience 
had taught him that only give sufficient commission and 
advertise enough, absolute valueless novelties may be foisted 
on the public. Again, a discreet liberality knows where to 
draw the line; many persons after such a profitable investment 
would have built the house of worship out and out, and even 
endowed it. This would have been folly. As it was it cost him 
a mere bagatelle. It enhanced the value of his property more 
than he sacrificed. If he had built it entirely there would not 
have been so many interested in its success; and lastly, as it 
was, he would be always associated with it as its founder, and 
could at any time give donations towards its completion.lii
1 Walter C. Smith (1824–1908), Borland Hall. Glasgow: James Maclehose, 1874.
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“This idea of founding a church is a happy one in many 
ways. The preacher is a perpetual advertisement, not only of 
one’s wealth, but also of one’s virtues and religious enthusiasm. 
He is indeed a poor business man, who has not learned to 
throw the sacred veil of religion over his actions, so that the 
light of publicity may fall on this covering, instead of upon 
the baser transactions, unfortunately still associated with our 
best efforts. Then, again, note the indirect advantage of such a 
man’s work! Think of the enormous number of persons, who 
were driven from the positions they occupied to give place 
to a more persistent strain; and the improvement of race that 
such an elimination must produce!”
“How much more is there?” said Dora.
“Only a few more pages of these reflections.”
“Well, all I say is; father may read them and enjoy them, 
but I can do neither. Dull, prosy productions. I wonder who 
can enjoy them? I won’t hear any more.”
The young people were soon enjoying the beautiful 
altruism exhibited in “Borland Hall”, and, the obnoxious book 
was quickly forgotten.
One evening later Charles remembered the terrible anger 
of Dora’s father, and he dare not neglect the studies, so that 
Dora promised to accompany him to the bitter end of the 
book. They studied the mode of selling short, by which the 
railway bill is planned, and apparently about to pass. Shares 
go up, and when very high the dealer offers to sell at a certain 
date for a smaller sum than the current price. The bill is then 
allowed to fail; shares drop to nothing, yet the unfortunates 
who have agreed to buy a certain price, are compelled to stick 
to their terms, and pay heavy sums for worthless securities 
that the seller buys for a song. Or the hint gets about that 
the line is to be dropped, then the dealer “buys short” many 
thousand shares. Then he gets possession of all the shares of 
the company. The bill perhaps fails, but, curiously enough the 
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shares do not fall and when the time comes to buy short the 
unfortunate sellers cannot supply. The dealer says that they 
can be had at say, ten times the short price, and this must be 
paid. The memoir mentioned that many millions were made 
this way.
Then, again, they studied railway land selling. On this 
system, district territory is opened up by a good railway, the 
freights and fares being a mere nothing. Selectors settle on 
the land, and when all is sold, the railway rates increased until 
mere subsistence rewarded the industrious settlers on the soil.
Thus, (as the book remarked) is seen the triumph of mind 
over matter. The financier, sitting snugly in his sanctum, allows 
a convolution of the brain to act; and Hey! Presto! hundreds 
of men are toiling early and late for a bare living; whilst the 
bulk of all their labour passes to him as a reward of this effort 
of the intellect.
Dora’s disgust became so intense as they got on with the 
reading, that after this last memoir her husband quietly took 
the book and dropped it out of the window. Dora jumped up 
and cried, “What have you done?”
“Pitched it overboard, and never mean that my pet shall 
hear another word of it.”
“And a great effectual way you have adopted to relieve me 
from its study.”
Owing to this unforeseen contingency the reader will lose 
the priceless privilege of following further the many virtues 
and excellencies that led to the preeminent position held by 
the greatest member and last representative of this remarkable 
family, which unfortunately promises to become extinct with 
the present holder of the name.
CHAPTER XXIV.--WASHINGTON.
Not many days after the events recorded in the last chapter, 
Dora was awakened from a sound sleep by a sharp jerk. The 
aeromote was at its destination in Washington, and owing 
to its being night, the stopping was not made with the usual 
smoothness.
But Dora was glad to awake and soon she and her husband 
were dressed and on their way to her father at his residence.
They were there before anyone was up; but someone soon 
let them in and Dora went to her father’s room and knocked 
him up,liii and in reply to his enquires she answered,
“It’s only I, papa! It’s Dora.”
“You have come soon, my dear. I am glad. You go and get 
some refreshment and I will be with you in a few minutes.”
Not since he was a boy at school, impelled by the fear 
of a caning, had he dressed so quickly as now, and soon he 
had fondly kissed and was earnestly talking to his beautiful 
daughter, who was the joy of his declining years; for Joseph, 
although less than half the age of his father was far from a 
strong man, and the awful worry, fears and anxiety he suffered, 
were rapidly undermining his health. Like almost all worried 
men, he was very dyspeptic, and although surrounded with 
spies, guards and detectives and every kind of protective 
agents, he had had many very narrow escapes.
The wearer of a crown had not been supposed to lead a 
life of perfect ease; but the holder of the ledgers of the world 
had a lot, to which even a czar’s was a bed of roses. Gradually 
his feeling of enjoyment at beating his compeers in any 
undertaking was beginning to give place to mistrust and to 
a hatred of all mankind. Even his two elder daughters and 
their husbands, who were in America with him, were but little 
comfort. He had strong suspicions that his eldest daughter 
and her husband Brown were intriguing to get his place. He 
had never been able to confirm his suspicions, or he would 
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have taken action at once; but it rendered him mistrustful 
and unhappy. Then again, although Robinson always worked 
consistently and did his duty well, he never seemed to have 
any heart in the work, and frequently urged lines of action 
that were distinctly opposed to the principles of financial 
success. Hence he felt that in the event of his own illness or 
death, Robinson’s nature was altogether tooliv easy and soft-
hearted to be trusted with the world’s administration.
Although Robinson was invariably kind to his wife, yet it 
was not a happy home; for Kate really despised her husband’s 
kindly nature, hence it was no pleasure to visit them, and Dora, 
who he saw but seldom was thus her father’s one consolation. 
She could not bear to worry her father, whom she sincerely 
pitied for his many responsibilities, and loved for his uniform 
kindness to herself; but she felt it would be very hard work to 
disguise from him how far she had drifted from his view of 
life.
After much talk about New Zealand, her home and all such 
matters he asked her if they had read the book he sent, and 
had also kept up the catechism.
Dora told him they had spent lots of time, and worked very 
hard at it all; but she quickly led the conversation to Sue and 
Kate and their husbands. She was particularly interested in 
Robinson, with whom she had had talks; for they had struck 
up quite a friendship when in England.lv
But their talks had been forbidden subjects, and they 
had felt quite guilty on several occasions, when they were 
interrupted in their walk by the entrance of a member of the 
family.
The clear-headed little creature in the present visit soon 
detected the undercurrent of mistrust of all his family, that 
showed itself in her father’s talk, and a great wave of love and 
pity overmastered her.lvi
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She saw how much the few months that had elapsed 
since she saw him last had aged him, and what a sorrowful, 
disappointed man he had become; so she made up her mind 
she would not let him know of her views if she could help it or 
unless she detected such distrust in his own mind as suggested 
that a change of opinion might lead to greater happiness.1
She led the conversation to the marriages, and soon her 
love for him, and her cheerful manner, began to dispel the 
cloud that hung over his mind.
She found that the preparations for the marriages were 
being actively carried out, and that Wondergilt himself was 
beginning to be interested in the affair which was to be 
absolutely not only without parallel, but so magnificent that 
there had never been anything even in the faintest degree 
approaching it for grandeur. At least ten million kilodolslvii 
would be expended.
The festivities were to last a month.lviii A fortnight before, 
and a fortnight after the wedding. Then each of the married 
couples were to travel and the three brides werelix to be 
welcomed to their homes by a series of festivities in each 
country.
The whole of the higher officials of the world were to be 
present; as also all the royalties and nobility.
After Dora had spent a few days amongst the relations in 
America, Joseph Servile Crawley proposed to take Dora onlx 
a trip to see the preparations after she had spent a few days 
amongst the relations in America. A great deal of what Dora 
saw in America was novel and amusing; but nothing struck 
her more than the remarkable relic manufactures that were 
carried on by the officials themselves.
Before describing the factory, it will be well if we explain 
the three great sects of the Worship of Wealth.
1 This paragraph is not in the Weekly Times and Echo version.
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The largest sect was the one in which the power of wealth 
as an impersonal entity was worshipped. The next most 
important was that in which wealth itself was the object of 
adoration; whilst in the smallest sect the holders of wealth 
were the object of reverence.
In the first of these, which originated in America and 
Western Europe, the altar was bare with the exception of two 
large copies of the Choral Service and Catechism.
In the second the alter was covered with a group of nuggets, 
ingots, and gold coins. It was in Southern Europe that this 
form of worship originated; whilst the third sect, which 
originated in the East of Europe, used pictures of Wondergilt 
and his wife.
In the larger churches these central figures were surrounded 
with the figures of the former great financiers of the Earth.
Every kind of useful work was considered ungentlemenly 
and degrading—quite unfit for any official to undertake. But the 
printing of the service books, the manufacture of the nuggets, 
and the printing of the pictures, were considered of a holy 
character, and so did not degrade those who manufactured 
them. Nor could they be said to serve any useful purpose, and 
consequently, on that ground, could hardly be considered a 
manly occupation; so the gentlemanly feelings of the relic-
makers were preserved.
It would have been unwise to have entrusted this holy work 
to mere men, and so they were undertaken by the priests 
themselves.
The factory laylxi many miles away from the city, and they 
drove there early one morning. It lay in a valley, and as they 
approached from the high hill, they had to cross, the enormous 
size of the factory covering hundreds of acres was the first 
thing that surprised them; but when they remembered that 
relics were manufactured for the entire world, the size did not 
seem so surprising.
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Along the side of the hill were an immense number of 
furnaces. These were for the purpose of roasting the gypsum 
into plaster; the gypsum being brought from a distance by rail. 
As they went into the moulding room, Dora could not but 
express her surprise at the extraordinary number of nuggets, 
ingots and coins she saw, all in pure white plaster.
“Papa, do these images wear out?” she asked.
“Not very quickly”, he replied; “but the real wealth sect is 
rapidly growing and replacing the vaguer but more spiritual 
worship of the power of wealth, and so this department 
has had to be enormously increased. The mixing of the 
races advocated by Wondergilt is having this effect. There is 
something more tangible to the credulous in definite bodies, 
than in a mere shadowy immaterial existence. Each of the 
worshipper knows that in a nugget, the size of any one of these, 
there is power enough to render them independent of care for 
the rest of their lives, and so this sect is rapidly spreading, and 
relic worship may not unlikely be the one sect of the world.”
“But,” said Dora, “is it not strange that people should 
worship mere plaster images of nuggets, etc.?”
“These are all gilt, you know,” answered her father. “You 
had better see the gilding department.” As they walked to the 
gilding shop Dora said, “I know they are all gilt. We have them 
in the churches all through Australasia.”
“But do not you know of the ceremony of transmetalization 
that is performed at the altar, and that changes these masses 
into sold gold?”
“If they are turned into solid gold, I wonder they are not 
stolen.”
“If any sacrilegious thief steals them another miracle occurs 
and he finds he only possesses plaster gilt.”
“Will the ingots bear to be tested or assayed?”
“Certainly not! Any sceptical test such as that causes the 
same miracle to occur. The gold is found to be mere dross.”
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“And do the people actually believe they are real gold?”
“Certainly. It is imperative to believe this as the fundamental 
basis of the creed. Were it possible to prove the genuineness of 
the gold by any other test then pure faith, where would be the 
merit of believing? It is the belief in the incredible that tests 
the sincerity of a true worshipper’s religious convictions.”
“I know that people are credulous, but I did not think they 
would believe such nonsense as that.”
“But an immense number of extraordinary miracles 
have occurred that prove the reality of the change. The most 
remarkable was the case of the breaking of the altar table on 
the occasion of the ceremony of transmetalization.”
“How did that happen?” asked Dora, in astonishment.
“In this way—A sceptical carpenter belonging to another 
sect had been employed to make the altar table. Believing the 
relics to be mere plaster gilt, he had constructed the table only 
sufficiently strong to hold such a mass. At the ceremony of 
transmetalization as the priest used the transmuting words, 
there was a sudden crash. The enormous weight of the gold 
produced by change crushed the table top like an egg-shall, 
and the whole fell onto the ground behind the alter cloth.”
“But did that actually happen? Dora asked.
“If tradition can be relied upon, it certainly did.
“Has it occurred often?”
“Oh no, but since then at every transmuting ceremony, the 
alter cloth is reverently raised and the strength of the bracing 
and the general structure is examined before all the assembled 
worshippers. The cloth is then solemnly placed back, and the 
ceremony performed.”
After passing through the gilding room, they visited the 
printing department, which was of still vaster dimensions 
than the other.
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But what interested Dora most was the embossing and gem 
room, where the lovely clasps and covers of the books used by 
officials themselves, were prepared.
Her father was so delighted with the pleasure she showed 
in everything beautiful,lxii that he was almost always with her.
He showed Dora one thing and another until her husband 
who had to take a second place, quite resented her father’s 
attentions, but she told him that he must make himself 
agreeable to Lady Courtly, and let her alone; for she had made 
up her mind to try to cheer up her worried father.
So the good-natured fellow acquiesced, and devoted 
himself to her ladyship who was very solitary in the absence 
of Stanley.
If there was anything in which Charles was strong it was 
his unbounded admiration for his friend and secretary, and it 
was an inexhaustible theme to him. Stories of his cleverness 
and kindness when Charles was a boy at school, of his 
usefulness at present, and so on ad infinitum. We need not 
say that on this subject the happy fellow’s talk did not pall or 
prove wearisome, and if Charles had much to say in praise 
of Arthur, Lady Courtly was as full of admiration for Dora 
whose warm, loving nature had thawed the icy desert of her 
life, and clothed it with beauty and love. And so the friendship 
of the two grew and flourished much to the jealous chagrin 
of Old Sir Obsolete, who, although he had the company of 
the good-natured gossip Miss Verdant Willowgreen, did not 
like to see his wife so very much engrossed in such a fine and 
handsome young man. But it was impolite to talk, and so the 
old chamberlain brooded over the matter in silence.lxiii
During Dora’s stay in Washington, she found how little she 
had in common with the other members of her family. She 
could not even get to have a talk with Robinson, except in his 
room, or her father’s office, for her sister seemed to dislike her, 
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as much as she disliked her own husband, and kept a jealous 
eye on them when together.
But here in the office she was able to have talks with him 
on many of the matters she had discussed with Sterling. 
Although thoroughly dissatisfied with the present order of 
things, Robinson was quite unacquainted with the system of 
the Dutch Federation, and saw but little hope for the future of 
the world. He was very much surprised at what Dora told him 
of it, and before long became as anxious as she had been to 
meet the Communists whose story she had imparted to him 
in confidence.
They had a good deal of talk over political economy, and 
much to her father’s delight he more than once found them 
busy over “Adam Smith.” Both were surprised to find that 
the old political economist had clearly pointed out, that had 
not the land been appropriated from the people, the effect 
of the introduction of machinery and the division of labour 
would have been to benefit the worker himself, but, as the 
appropriation had taken place, it was useless to argue on what 
ought to have been; and so he confined his arguments to what 
was actually existing.
On one of these occasions, her father had come for Dora to 
take her on a visit to the picture gallery, and when they were 
alone in the carriage, he asked if her further study had not 
convinced her, that self-love, and not love of others, was the 
ruling principle of her life.
Dora, who had thoroughly studied this subject with Stanley 
and Stirling, answered, “I know that Philosophers have 
attempted to show that self-love is at the root of all actions. 
But, dear father, do you not think it is possible that this view 
is wrong, or, at least misleading. Is it not personal pleasure 
instead of self-love that is really the motive of all our actions?”
“But, my dear, where is the difference? Are not personal 
pleasures and self-love the same?”
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“No, father, not exactly; and if they are it is best to use 
the terms that are least misleading. Personal pleasure may 
be produced by self-love, or, by love of others. Self love, I am 
inclined to think is the basis of all evil, and love of others of 
all good, and the broader the basis of this love, the greater the 
influence for good. In the refined way in which the idea was 
originally used, there is perhaps not much wrong; but when 
the origin of the word gets lost, and it is stated in a course way 
that it commonly is now, I feel sure there is much to mislead. 
Of one thing I am almost certain, and that is, in most human 
beings, their own happiness is gained only through action 
prompted by the desire for the good of others. I am aware that 
there are and have been beings who like the Borgias seemed 
to enjoy life in proportion as others suffered; but these are 
those in whom the brute ancestry is reappearing, and is no 
more natural to man generally, than was the hair on the dog-
faced man Jo Jo.”1
Her father was about to speak but Dora continued, “Dear 
Father, are you really happy? You know Wondergilt. I do not. 
Is he happy? I am sure he is not, and yet you two have power, 
wealth, and everything material in life. No, I feel sure we have 
taken a wrong turning, and looked for the low and grovelling 
instead of the high and noble in life, and we have found what 
we looked for.”
As Dora spoke she saw a gloomy look overspreading his 
face, and the sweet, loving little creature threw her arms 
around him, and amid her kisses, she begged him not to be 
angry, for, as she said, she had earnestly tried to seek the right.
“I am not angry, my Darling,” he answered, tightly folding 
her in his arms. I am only troubled and doubtful. The miserable 
fits from which I have suffered, and my sleepless nights have 
made me think much, only to find the problems of life more 
1 Fedor Adrianovich Jeftichew (1868–1904) was known as Jo-Jo the Dog-Faced boy.
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and more difficult. I fear there is no solution, and that, “man 
is born to misery as the sparks fly upwards.”1
“I do not think so, father, I believe that man’s misery is his 
own making, and must be a matter for his own mending. But, 
here we are at the picture gallery,” she said, as the carriage 
stopped. “We must have another talk over the subject bye and 
bye.”
But the time never came for the talk, and when after more 
than a year had elapsed, and his mind was again fully directed 
to the subject, his meditations were interrupted by the man 
whose dagger left him wounded and dying, and only able to 
speak a few words as to who should temporarily take charge 
of his books.
But we must not anticipate; for events crowd rapidly on 
now, and life was a rush with Joseph Servile Crawley at the 
easiest of times; while now, with the approaching marriages 
there was no time at all, and little did Dora know the late 
hours her father was keeping to show his darling the many 
things that seemed to interest her.
The pictures were beautiful. Every one a masterpiece. She 
was particularly struck by the life-like character of the men in 
the picture called “The Traitor”.2
“Look, father! What a life-like effect. See the strong desire 
for right in every face in the group of Brigands. The treachery 
of one may be bringing death to all, yet, look what an intense 
desire to act justly, shines out of the eyes of every one of them. 
I am sure there is much good even in the worst of mankind, 
and,” she continued, repeating Sterling’s words, “vices are 
often unrecognised virtues, that neglect and disgrace have 
rendered repulsive.”
1 Ecclesiastes 4:2–3
2 A painting by Paul Joanowitch (1858–1957) painted between 1885 and 1890. 
It can be seen at the National Gallery of Victoria, Melbourne, or online at http://
www.ngv.vic.gov.au/explore/collection/work/4085/.
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“Perhaps, child, you are right; but the evil seems everywhere 
introducing itself, and the good is sunk out of sight.”
Her father could only spare an hour in the gallery, and that 
was the last expedition they had together before they left for 
England, which took place the next day.
All the way over, Dora’s father was busy with different 
impresarios, architects, etc., arranging about the buildings 
that were in progress, and for the fêtes that were to be held. 
Nearly a million visitors were expected to be present, and, as 
most of them would be attended with large suites of servants 
and guards, the affair was one of great responsibility.
Joseph did nothing himself; but the mere keeping of the 
ribbons together for such a team was a herculean task. At 
Dora’s first visit to London during her honeymoon, everything 
was so stupendous and dazzling that the real magnificence 
had not so much impressed her as on this second visit.1
1 This sentence is not in the Weekly Times and Echo version.
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CHAPTER XXV.--THE TRIPLE WEDDING.
On their arrival, her three brothers met them, and the next 
day they all dined with Wondergilt. It was a small party, only 
the brides elect, their parents and the Servile Crawley family 
were present.
Old John Servile Crawley was there; but looked very old 
and feeble. The host himself was far from well, and it seemed 
most ridiculous amongst the wealth, the hosts of servants, the 
infinite number of dishes, to see the little old man at the head 
of the table with his skilly1 and milk and water which was all 
his physicians allowed him at the present time; but if the host 
were abstemious not so the hostess: under the lazy life she led 
since her bankruptcy of marriage she had become a veritable 
trencherman.
When the pair dined alone as they generally did, it was 
intensely chagrining to the poor (should I have said rich?) old 
fellow to see her attacking turtle soup, venison, and all sorts 
of rich entrees and pasties, whilst he abstemiously partook of 
a plate of porridge, or a little cold beef tea.
To Dora (when she got over the uncomfortable feeling of 
seeing her host’s scanty food) all was agreeable. She sat next to 
her father and amused him by her cheerful remarks.
It was quite safe to talk without being overheard; for the 
strains of Sir Sycophant Tuneful’s band filled the banqueting 
hall during the meal. So gigantic was this hall, that the notes 
of a hundred performers did not sound too loud and the 
immense table seemed isolated in it, like the single plum in a 
schoolboy’s pudding.
Joseph told Wondergilt how fond Dora was of beautiful 
things, and he instantly gave orders that all his collections 
should be at their disposal to visit.
This was a rare privilege of which Dora and her party took 
full advantage. Her father could not often accompany her; but 
1 A thin porridge.
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he generally managed to spend a short time each day, showing 
her some priceless rarity or beautiful object.
Although her father could not come Dora and her friends 
rambled through the wonderful palaces of art, piloted by 
guides, who met them at each separate building.
All these art collections, &c., were reserved for Wondergilt 
and his wife alone; but he never used them, except on his 
annual visits of inspection, which he carried out more as a 
duty than a pleasure.
His whole life had been so occupied by the interest of finance 
that he had no other tastes, and now there was no person to 
fight financially, he suffered from the most distressing ennui.
For a long time, the spending of his wealth occupied him; 
but at length even this became wearisome. The worry grew 
worse and worse, and so he established a spending committee 
of eight persons, thus getting rid entirely of this occupation. 
Even when the responsibility was thus divided, it was too much, 
and so utterly were the committee unable in any satisfactory 
way to get rid of the money, that within the last year the worry 
had driven one of them mad, and another had committed 
suicide. But the several members of this committee were at 
the present enjoying the repose of the year’s relief, owing to 
the money being spent on the wedding festivities.
The corps of physicians who studied his case, each had a 
fair salary; but should he ever be better a whole year, a liberal 
bounty was then due.
This had never been paid; for his nerves had got steadily 
worse and worse. Every occupation they suggested proved a 
failure: they got him to take up wood carving; but he cut his 
fingers with the tools, and so lost some of the blood he could 
so ill spare. He did not get on very well, the whole work was 
a worry, and when the man in charge helped him over his 
difficulties, he became disgusted and would work no longer.
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“Think of it!” he said, “my time is worth a billion times as 
much as that fellow’s, yet at that rubbish he can do ten times 
as much as I, and do it a hundred times better.”
It had been found utterly impossible to interest him in any 
exercise; for in none did he excel, so that the physicians were 
at their wits’ end, and all their consultations ended in nought.
But we must return to Dora’s party, who are visiting the 
Winter garden, Dora’s father having taken them to see the 
Eiffel tower, which was now standing under the dome of the 
great palm House.
When on the completion of the central structure of this 
wonderful Winter garden, it was suggested to bring over the 
Eiffel tower from Paris as a central ornament, the idea was 
welcomed by Wondergilt as a real flash of genius.lxiv
What could be more appropriate than that the tower erected 
to record the triumph of a republic, should be overshadowed 
by the great dome built in honour of “Laissez faire”, showing 
its mighty supremacy, and so the iron monument stands 
like a toy inside the immense structure, showing not only 
the wonderful power of wealth over mere men; but also its 
protecting power over the masses.
Even if he had the power, there was no necessity on the part 
of Wondergilt to put out the eyes of the architect to prevent 
his building a similar dome for anyone else, as no one had the 
means to build so this way of rewarding genius still remained 
unique as the method taken by Shah Jahan1 to reward his 
architect on the completion of the wonderful dome of the Taj 
Mahal Mausoleum.2
1 Shah Jahan (1592–1666) was the fifth Mughal Emperor and generally consider 
the best. Today he is most remembered for commissioning the Taj Mahal to honor 
his wife Mumtaz Mahal (1593–1631). The Weekly Times and Echo version has 
“Shahzehan”
2 The story that Shah Jahan put out the eyes of the architect of the Taj Mahal 
appears to be a myth.
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But whilst we have been soliloquising, Dora’s party have 
been conveyed to the second platform of the tower, from 
which the general plan of the Winter gardens can be seen to 
perfection.lxv
Among the many wonders that Dora saw during the day 
preceding the wedding festivities, the marble stables interested 
her as much as anything. Here were the most superb horses in 
the world, all of which were kept in health by daily exercise: 
but as neither Wondergilt nor his wife rode, Dora felt it was 
to be regretted that such beautiful creatures should live for no 
one’s use or pleasure; but the reader must remember that she 
did not believe in “Laissez faire.”lxvi
Dora had been delighted at the pictures in America; 
but what were they in comparison with the vast collection 
Wondergilt’s buyers had got together for the old capitalist. At 
one time, it had been possible to get an order to visit these 
pictures, and occasionally Wondergilt would show a monarch 
or a distinguished personage over; but as these visits had been 
made the opportunity for people to present petitions, and 
generally to worry him, even they had ceased.
His pleasure of possession had never been anything like 
that of appropriation, and he ultimately ceased to take anyone 
over them. An official visit was as a rule, the only time the 
collections were seen, except by the people in charge; but it 
had been decided that at the marriage festivities the whole of 
the wonderful collection should be thrown open.
Rapidly the time passed on to the eventful day, when the 
festivities would commence, and despite Joseph Crawley’s 
indisposition, such was his capacity for management, that all 
was in order. He had made all payments contingent on each 
item being finished in time.
We should like to have given a description of this most 
marvellous fête; but unfortunately the power of language has 
not developed at the same startling rate that has characterised 
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the development of material production, and the power of 
gratifying the official taste for gorgeous luxury. Some idea 
may be gained by a few incidents that occurred: as Dora was 
one day driving near Windsor, where the weddings were to 
take place, she was surprised as the enormous trains of coal 
that were continually passing along the railway.
“What can it all be for?” she eagerly asked.
Her surprise was not lessoned when she heard that the 
whole of this was for the electric light engines. These were 
over a million horsepower nominally, and on an emergency 
could, of course, be run to give much greater results. Some 
of this electricity would illuminate the fictitious fruit hanging 
on the trees and form the electric flower beds of the parks and 
gardens of paradise, that were to constitute one of the features 
of the fête.
From these engines, a cable ran to London for use on those 
days, when the fêtes would converge there, and the electricity 
so brought, would help to supplement the general illumination 
of the galleries, museums, etc. It was intended that the Winter 
garden with its great dome should be specially brilliantly lit.
Although we do not feel able to describe the scene, those 
who would like an idea of the upholstery and room fittings are 
referred to the works of an old writer named Disraeli.1 First 
find out the gorgeous suites of drawing-rooms from all of his 
writings; join them together by the most lofty and graceful 
arches; hang on each the most sumptuous curtains; substitute 
electricity for gas, and opposite each of the chandeliers, place 
magnificent mirrors; do not be sparing of gilding; then look at 
all this through a field glass with multiplying power of ten—
some faint idea of the gorgeousness of the reception rooms 
may perhaps be gained.
1 Benjamin Disraeli, 1st Earl of Beaconsfield, was British Prime Minister twice, 
from February to December 1868 and 1874–1880. Throughout his life, but 
particularly from the late 1820s though the late 1840s, he was a prolific, and 
successful, novelist.
THE TRIPLE WEDDING 149
Pass in one direction through the crystal halls, and see the 
play of prismatic colour from the hidden lights; notice as the 
guests enter, how the hands are naturally raised as though to 
moderate the intensity of sunlight, so dazzling is the effect.
Again, let us stroll through the jewelled arcade leading 
directly to the great golden chamber in which Wondergilt 
received a few of the most distinguished guests. When all 
these superb palaces were filled with the magnificently dressed 
personages, all was most imposing.
As Wondergilt walked through the rooms between 
the hundreds of thousands of visitors, the extraordinary 
brilliancy of the whole was so remarkable that he forgot he 
was an invalid and had nerves. He even went so far as to thank 
his Chief Clerk for his really clever expenditure of money. 
Dora’s eyes gleamed with delight as she saw the pleasant smile 
play over her worried father’s face. Her joyful look attracted 
Wondergilt’s attention and he remembered his permission for 
her to visit his collection.
“Well, little one,” he said—little indeed she looked beside 
her giant of a husband—“how did you like it all?”
Dora was very eloquent over the beautiful things she had 
seen, and, as she excitedly descanted on all the wonders, the 
fire of enthusiasm so glowed in her animated face, that even 
Mrs Wondergilt deigned to give a frigid smile of approbation 
at the undoubted admiration of their property that Dora 
expressed; but this rapidly changed to a resentful frown when 
the old capitalist suggested that Dora must show him over at 
his next inspection for he never could see any beauty in it, all 
by himself.
The pleasure the host had felt at the beginning of the 
evening did not diminish as the night wore on, as novelty of 
greater and greater gorgeousness and wonder gave place to 
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another. The evening culminated in a display of fireworks,1 
in which the entire fleet of aeromotes took part; each one was 
brilliantly illuminated and sent rockets and jewelled stars in 
all the directions.
Nor were the daylight amusements that followed, one whit 
less brilliant. The whole of the flax of the world had been 
woven into the canvas of the tents, and shelter walks such as 
that which ran between the chestnuts of Bushy Park.2
Julius Caesar3 tried his hand at amusing the people; but 
it is difficult to imagine the chagrin of his shade if it should 
have happened to have been prowling around, and have seen 
the vast tournament in the great Coliseum4 with its million 
spectators. But as we are ourselves unable to describe these 
preliminary festivities, why waste time in merely mentioning 
them? Let us hasten on to the wedding.
This was held in the Royal Chapel Windsor.5 Of course only 
the most imperial personages, and greatest officials could be 
present at the actual ceremony; but the wedding group were 
carried on their electric carriage through the many buildings 
in which the guests were congregated, and an anthem of 
welcome saluted them as they approached the chapel.
What wonders of beauty the brides were!—who has not 
realized, even from infancy, the beauty of all princesses, yet 
fairy book princesses are generally of quite small kingdoms.
Think of the beauty of such princesses as these, the 
daughters of the most powerful potentates of the world, even 
the thought is too bewitching; but what was the sight?
1 Fireworks were a particularly well-known feature at Wainoni when it was a 
pleasure-park.
2 Bushy Park is a Royal Park adjacent to Hampton Court Palace outside London.
3 Julius Caesar (100–44 BCE) was a Roman politician and general who led Rome 
from 49–44 BCE.
4 The Coliseum is a large amphitheater in central Rome that is estimated to have 
held between fifty and eighty thousand people.
5 This could be either the fairly small Royal Chapel of All Saints or the much larger 
Saint George’s Chapel, both at Windsor Castle 
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In almost any novel you may read of the brilliant beauty of 
a mere lady. Think only of a duchess in disguise or unknown—
her nobility appears in any surroundings. Let her act as the 
dirty, overworked slavey of a low boarding house, her true 
dignity and grace shine through all the thick layers of dirt, 
and the wretched rags in which she is clothed—such is the 
power of blood!
Remembering all this, need any reader wonder that we do 
not attempt, with our dazed senses, to describe these peerless 
beauties? One’s mind reels at the thought of even presuming 
to convert into words, the charms of these dazzling scions of 
royalty. No wonder so many who saw them felt so confused, 
as we own ourselves to have been, as hardly to know whether 
we were not in a dream or perchance transported to Paradise, 
and seeing for the first time the Peri,1 who are to delight the 
true worshipper when business cares are over.
Although so many like ourselves, were subdued to a 
bewildered silence, the babble that surrounded us on all sides, 
showed that a like reverence was far from universal—amongst 
the broken sentences we heard such words as alabaster, eyes, 
rosy, noses, pearly, hair, raven, teeth, swan-like, feet, &c., &c.
But we must not narrate mere babble; suffice it to say that 
the ceremony was satisfactorily performed, and as the cortege 
left the building the Wealth Hosanna Chorus—the words of 
which were supplied by Lord Rippling-bard, and the music 
by Sir Sycophant Tuneful, greeted the ears of the bridal party.
After the breakfast the three couples started on their 
honeymoon in their respective aeromotes.
The whole fleet accompanied them a short distance on their 
way. All the cordage of each aerial ship was dressed along its 
entire length with many coloured silken banners, producing a 
scene of great brilliancy.
1 The Peri, from Persian, were supernatural winged creatures that were sometimes 
seen as evil and sometimes as like angels.
Morganeering152
The whole party went directly south for some miles, 
then they broke into three groups. The several brides were 
accompanied some distance further, then all returned except 
the three bridal aeromotes and their attendant vessels.
The parting was the most striking scene of all, accompanied 
as it was by the waving of the flags and the firing of the 
guns, whilst the shouts of the retainers, helped to give great 
animation to the scene.
Our friends are in their own state aeromote, and the young 
people with their joyful nature and youthful spirits thoroughly 
appreciate the scene.
The weather remained most superb during the whole 
festival, which was a complete success.
Despite the displeasure shown by his wife, the liking 
that Wondergilt had taken for Dora, remained, and the 
companionship had made a new man of him, his health and 
digestion had so very much improved.
At length all the amusements were over, and then soon— 
much to Dora’s joy—it was time to return again to Australasia.
The latter part of Dora’s stay had been far from agreeable, 
she had nearly seen that the pleasure Wondergilt felt in her 
company was accompanied by an equal distaste on the part 
of his wife; a much less clear-sighted person than she would 
have had no difficulty in detecting the jealous hate of herself 
that had grown up in Mrs Wondergilt’s mind—nor was 
this lady the only person whose dislike she had gained: her 
sister-in-law, Hautypouty was intensely envious of her, not 
of her beauty, of course; in that, Dora could not compete 
with so great a princess; but it was her chamberlain who had 
provoked her envy, of all the attendants at that brilliant fête. 
Sir Obsolete Courtly shone supreme, not only for the dignity 
of his deportment, but also for the graceful courtliness of his 
attendance on Dora. No one could realise his great age who 
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saw the flexibility of his spine as he made his profound and 
finished bow to persons in power, and to his mistress.
Hautypouty had tried her best to induce the old fellow to 
enter her own service, and go with her to the Porcelain Palace, 
she had been most liberal in her offers; but Lady Courtly had 
been so different in her treatment of him since she had been 
Dora’s companion, that he dared not risk his wife’s anger, and 
the return to the old constrained relation between themselves. 
In addition to this, with all her terribly unconventional manners 
Dora was so truly thoughtful of the old fellow’s comfort, that 
he had got to like her very much; so that despite the princess’s 
eloquence and tempting offers, the old courtier had remained 
true to his charge, and poor Hautypouty had to go away with 
feelings of hate and disappointment rankling in her heart.
After the fêtes were over, during which the old capitalist 
had seen a good deal of Dora, he remembered his request for 
her to show him through his collections, and so accompanied 
by her party, he went to his galleries; but even Dora’s love 
for the beautiful could not give him taste, and the only real 
enjoyment he had was to see her pleasure, and the eager desire 
that he should like what she did. When however after the 
first day, his wife chose to remain at his side the whole time, 
her unpleasant manner destroyed all Dora’s enthusiasm and 
further visits were given up.
The old fellow was really very fond of his wife, and highly 
respected her marvellous egoism; but the entire unselfishness 
and sympathetic manner of the golden haired little beauty 
was so new to him, that softened as he was by his miserable 
dyspeptic feeling, he had entirely forgotten his selfishness, 
and in the happiness of others, had for once tasted what real 
joy was.
Regretfully the old capitalist has at length said his last 
farewells, and has lost the sunshine of his little protégé ’s 
presence to pass back again to his old loveless existence. Dora 
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had really pitied instead of envied the old man, and the effect 
of her loving and sympathetic companionship remained with 
him for many a long day.
The pleasure of thinking over preparing and sending the 
exquisite, and almost priceless presents that often came to 
Dora, also helped to keep alive the love in the old man’s heart.
We must regretfully admit that the fact of his keeping these 
presents secret from his wife, did not lessen the enjoyment; for 
it was something like the old intriguing feeling of matching a 
powerful opponent that had been his most able quality in his 
old, active and successful days.
The alteration of his health was sufficiently marked, so 
that after a time he gave his physicians their bonuses; but 
the payment rankled in his mind, as he felt, that although 
according to the contract, it had not been earned.
After the payment he dismissed them all and decided to 
live or die without them, and so “having thrown physic to 
the dogs,”1 we must leave him, and follow the fortunes of our 
Australasian friends.
All through the fêtes, Dora’s father had taken the greatest 
care of his favourite’s welfare, and Wondergilt’s pleasure in her 
presence enabled him to give her the very best positions, and 
despite the jealousy of her sisters and Mrs Wondergilt, she 
was very happy with all the wonders and excitement of the 
brilliant scenes. She was too much interested in the enjoyment 
of her big boyish husband, her father and her other friends, to 
notice the spite of those who did not like her.
Stanley had joined them just before the festivities 
commenced, and jealous as Sir Obsolete Courtly generally 
was, he did not notice the friendship between the new comer 
and his wife, he felt rather pleased that she had some one “to 
put Jones’s nose out of joint;” for although too diplomatic 
to complain against his employer, he did not like his wife’s 
1 The phrase comes from Macbeth Act IV, Scene 3.
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apparent extraordinary attachment for him, so when he saw 
Dora’s husband leave Lady Courtly and Stanley together, he 
almost felt a relief.
The night before Dora’s departure, her father had wished 
her good-bye, as he and Robinson would be too terribly busy 
with business matters to see them off in the morning. But for 
all his hurry, his farewells and his business, much to Dora’s 
surprise he was there, and he was not long before he accepted 
Robinson’s suggestion that they should take their books with 
them and accompany the party to the Cape, and have their 
own air ship to meet them and bring them back. “It would be 
a pleasant rest,” he remarked, “after the great worry of the fête,” 
so telegraphing to the spending committee to take charge of 
affairs he left to accompany them to the Cape.
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CHAPTER XXVI.--NEARING HOME.
Any time there was to spare from their business, was employed 
in talking over all the great successes of the festival; and sweet 
indeed to the worried man was Dora’s judicious praise of his 
work, as she sat dressed in her light tasteful tropical costume, 
with the sun shining on her golden tresses.
Although often during the splendid waste and extravagance 
of the fête, Dora’s thoughts had travelled to the countless 
famished and dying, the neglected, sick and aged, that the 
mere crumbs of the display would have rendered happy, or 
would at least have soothed, yet she could not bear to open 
a discussion with her father, which her experience proved to 
be endless, and only tended to irritate; she therefore resigned 
herself to the natural joy of her youthful emotions so that it 
was a happy joyous time to them all.
Poor Jones was the worst off, for with Miss Willowgreen to 
chat to, Sir Obsolete felt out of harness, with all she had seen 
the good-natured little gossip was full of chat and rippling over 
with excitement. Arthur, of course, absorbed Lady Courtly, 
whilst Jones was just sufficiently in her company, when Dora 
was with her father to prevent the old fellow getting jealous of 
Stanley.
In the evening they were a very merry party, chatting, 
playing and singing; too soon the journey was over and they 
were at the Cape which was all decorated in honour of Harry’s 
bride Calmanici.
What a startling difference there was between Dora and 
the new bride—the one all sunny joy, the other cold and 
stately pride; but ice must thaw before sunshine, and even the 
exclusive princess’s frigid manner relaxed in Dora’s presence.
They spent a day or two in South Africa, drove around 
the Kloof,1 looked at the hedges of prickly pears2 and other 
1 Kloof, from Afrikaans, is a deep ravine.
2 Agenus of the cactus family.
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beautiful and tropical plants, saw the tame little mice playing 
about the giant aloes, just had a look at all the points of 
interest at the Cape, not forgetting the tablecloth spreading 
over the top of the mountain upon whose sides they had 
picked a bunch of lovely tropical heaths,1 growing wild in 
their native home. But the heat was far too intense for much 
real enjoyment, and once one of the party killed a venomous 
snake hanging from a tree. After that none of the ladies, nor 
in fact any of the party, seemed to enjoy the bush scenery, so 
they took their departure, leaving the English princess in a 
condition of intense disgust at the tropical weather.
Dora left her father with the promise of seeing him again, 
a promise to be performed under such painful circumstances, 
that had they known, their parting would have been bitter 
indeed. It is fortunate for us we have not the gift of prophecy, 
as the evils which shock and stun us for the time, and from 
which we recover, would be dragged out through the long 
dreary years preceding the event; but happily they did not 
know and so the parting, although a sad one to her father was 
full of hope for other happy meetings.
The journey to New Zealand was soon over and the 
several travellers happily settled in their respective homes, Sir 
Obsolete Courtly and wife at the palace, where Stanley also 
had rooms; Dora and her husband at Wainoni, wandering 
through the lovely grounds in which the Czar violets and 
primroses were in full perfection, the various narcissi and 
blue bells beginning to open, whilst the delicate perfume of 
the many flowers invaded the whole place.
Wainoni was lovely in spring, the exquisite views of the 
snowy Alps, the spring flowers, the soft verdant lawns, and 
the trees reflecting their tender fresh green leaves in the clear 
and limpid lakes.
1 A dwarf shrub.
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There was a sense of repose in everything, such a contrast 
to the unpleasant mistrust of America, the gorgeous festivities 
of England, the heat and fear of venomous snakes at the Cape. 
Here with the balmy air, the entire absence of dangerous 
reptiles of any kind, the general sense of security, what a 
delicious time it was! But it was a rest not of ennui; but full 
of reminiscences and ideas. Such a time as they had spent, 
or in fact any travel, is not to be valued by the pleasure of the 
moment; but by the store of thought that helps to enrich the 
whole of life, and fill it with broad and beautiful memories.
They spent a few happy days in their lovely home; but Dora 
knew that her husband’s duties must be terribly in arrears, 
and had to be attended to, so she suggested that they should 
go and see Sterling, and bring him to Wainoni at once. The 
official secret press might be used to print his history if it were 
ready; so the next day they went to the lakes and found all in 
excellent health, having spent a busy and most enjoyable time.
Despite the ice and snow, Lois and Sterling often accom-
panied by their boy and old companion, had thoroughly 
explored the district. Sterling remarked, “It is really surprising 
that people should only choose the summer to see this district, 
which is chiefly remarkable for its ice scenery. It is necessarily 
so much more sublime in its winter garb.”
Dora answered, “I am so glad you have enjoyed yourself, 
often in the lovely August weather of England, I have thought 
of you among the rigour of an Alpine winter and wondered 
how you were progressing.
“We have got along splendidly with our work, we have 
not attempted to give either a full account of the history, or a 
complete description of the most perfect state of our country, 
only a general intelligible account of its growth, and such a 
picture of the political, religious and ethical state of the nation 
as will show how perfect man’s life may be if his best nature be 
fully developed.
NEARING HOME 159
They spent the evening with Sterling, and in the morning 
they all started to Wainoni.
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CHAPTER XXVII--HOME ONCE MORE.
Lady Courtly’s duties, like Sir Obsolete’s were chiefly confined 
to the palace; but Dora asked the old gentleman to allow his 
wife to pay a visit to her at Wainoni as it would be a great 
rest after the excitement she had gone through. This was 
readily granted, the more so as the old courtier had struck 
up an extraordinary friendship for old Miss Willowgreen, her 
intense admiration for the ceremonious old fellow amounted 
almost to worship, and this, with her really wonderful capacity 
for gossip, so delighted the old courtier that he never seemed 
happy away from her; she had also seen his triumphs in 
Europe, and he had made her the recipient of his confidence 
regarding Hautypouty’s offer. Lady Courtly had accompanied 
him several times to visit the old lady; but the two seemed 
altogether alien to each other. The serious intellectual and 
poetic though somewhat silent nature of the one and the 
superficial gaiety of the other, decidedly refused to make a 
pleasant blend, and so the suggested visit of Lady Courtly to 
Dora was acceded to with distinct gratification.
Jones and his secretary spent their evenings regularly at 
Wainoni, and the group soon drifted back to the pleasant 
social occupations they had enjoyed before the visit to Eng-
land. Any of the party could choose solitude, if they wished it; 
but as a rule they preferred society. Good progress was being 
made with the printing of Sterling’s book, and much discus-
sion ensued over its contents.
Since Dora had explained to her all about the commune, 
Lady Courtly had become very interested in the affair; but 
was rather sceptical.
“Your capitalists must be a very different breed from any I 
have seen, to voluntarily give all their wealth for the good of 
the state,” she said.
“Not greatly, I expect,” answered Sterling, “all men, even 
capitalists, work to obtain the esteem of one’s fellows.
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“Ostentation is only the desire to shine, where wealth is the 
measure of a man’s esteem. Men strive for wealth. Most of the 
vices have a virtue at the root; but the growth is cankered. But 
you will understand more clearly when the history is printed. 
An act was passed, that in time no property would be privately 
owned, all were allowed to leave, and take their capital with 
them; or it was valued and purchased by the state, which did 
not pay money but guaranteed interest.
“A great number left in this way and so added very much 
to the national indebtedness that ultimately proved our ruin. 
Of course, if it had not been for the absolute intention of the 
capitalists to ruin us, the interest would have been nothing 
and the principal would quickly have been paid off.
“But to return to your question: a great number remained, 
leaving their property guaranteed; but they were not allowed 
to take interest in the country itself, and after a few years, the 
general happiness become so great that some of the capitalists 
presented their property to the commune.
“This generous act obtained the high esteem of their 
fellows, led the fashion, and soon almost all became common 
property. From that time, the general happiness and prosperity 
of the commune increased rapidly.”
A long conversation ensued on the mode in which the 
federated communes had been destroyed—this information 
is already familiar to our readers; but during its narration 
Sterling exhibited such intense hatred and detestation of the 
capitalist who had destroyed his beautiful home, that Dora 
became shocked.
“Mr Sterling,” she said, “I am grieved to see you exhibit 
such temper. No one can be more full of regret and sorrow 
than I, that your perfect mode of life should be destroyed; but 
you must not look upon the actors as your personal enemies. 
Thousands of able thinkers have imagined that out of the 
struggle of competition would emerge perfected man, and 
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the capitalists have only followed this teaching. My father 
has believed it right as thoroughly as such grand minds as 
Wesley’s 1 believed the unfortunate lunatic to be possessed of 
the devil and needed to be treated as such.
“He is no more to blame than the fanatics who destroyed the 
nine million persons, whom the Bible doctrine of witchcraft 
caused to be burnt or drowned; no more than the thousands 
of devout persons who, thinking the next world all, burnt the 
bodies of heretics to save their souls.
“It is the system that is bad. How often you have told me, 
‘Men are such as their birth and surroundings have made 
them.’ You must not talk in this dreadful way of these men. To 
show how even Wondergilt may be moved by kindly feeling, I 
must let you all see the lovely collection of historic miniatures 
of priceless value, I received from him this very day, and that 
no one but Lady Courtly has yet seen. You really must not feel 
angry against the man. Why! I even feel sure, that in many 
cases, could you overcome their prejudices and prove to their 
intelligence their system was really wrong, they would give it 
up. Terribly difficult it is to do, I own; for self-interest is most 
blinding where seeking the right.”
Sterling was horrified at himself, when his conduct was 
pointed out by Dora.
“My dear lady,” he replied, “I owe you eternal gratitude 
for showing me how wrong I have been. It does not need a 
second thought to see how fatal my anger might have been, 
and to what terrible results it might have led me. I feel deeply 
humiliated that I, who, only a few days ago on reading the 
“French Revolution” experienced the strongest feelings 
of regret at the temper displayed by some of those men, 
who otherwise would have been the truest heroes, without 
remembering I have felt thus, I have allowed my feelings and 
1 John Wesley (1703–1791) was one of the founders of Methodism.
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prejudice to guide my conscience, and I am ashamed at the 
results.”
“If you do not let your feelings guide your conscience, what 
is to do so?” asked Charles.
“I think there is no greater mistake than to suppose that 
conscience is a kind of unerring instinct, a part of a man’s 
untrained nature, and born with him. In a general way, 
conscience is dependent on the geographical position and the 
time of the man’s birth, yet a moment’s thought will show us, 
that the conscience of most persons leads them to do what 
others differently educated, think terribly wrong. Conscience 
rightly trained is undoubtedly the most real and valuable 
guide for life.”
“What,” asked Lady Courtly, “should guide conscience, if 
our feelings of right and wrong do not?”
“Undoubtedly our sense of right should do so; but the 
problem of the right is often of fearful difficulty. Suspense of 
judgment is, as a general rule, the right condition of mind; 
but often we must act; then we should do what our conscience 
tells us to be the best.”
“That is all very well,” answered Stanley; “but with the mass 
of people, conscience must have a definite guide.”
“No doubt it would be much easier if it were possible to 
have fixed rules for conscience.
“I daresay you have all laughed at the mariner who wanted 
the captain to fix the compass down for him, ‘Look,’ he said, 
‘how the blessed needle waggles backwards and forwards, first 
one side then the other; if it would only keep still, it would be 
so easy to steer. The captain knows where he wants to go. Why 
don’t he fix the compass down in that direction, and then I 
should know what to do, and it would be easy work, instead 
of the bother it is now.’
“Of course, to us the idea is intensely amusing; but are we 
really any better than the mariner? Have we not a compass 
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by which to steer our lives? Is not conscience our trembling 
needle, and trained reason the magnetic force that should 
guide it? But it is most troublesome to see it vibrating 
backwards and forwards, so we nail it down and say, ‘I am a 
wealth worshipper, or I am a Buddhist, I am a Protectionist, 
or a Freetrader,’ forgetting that as Socrates more than twenty 
four centuries ago so clearly showed—‘The right of to-day is 
the wrong of to-morrow.’
“Man’s life is constantly changing; but all the while, though 
right and wrong change, the pole star, namely human well-
being, towards which we should shape our course, remains 
eternally the same; but how varied its place in the heavens! We 
say, ‘Thou shalt not kill,’ yet we bless the man who discovered 
a valuable insecticide, by which countless myriads of living 
beings are recklessly slaughtered.
“‘Thou shalt not kill,’ we say, and tell the story of the hoards1 
of Persians that Leonidas and his brave three hundred,2 slew 
to protect their native country from being conquered.
“Is it not the right of life constantly changing? In infancy, 
blind obedience; in youth, respectful submission; in maturity, 
stern resistance against anything our conscience guided by 
the force of reason, points to as a wrong. So with the growth of 
nations, and so with the race, the conditions of life are always 
altering. Nothing is eternal—all things change. The right 
under one set of conditions is the wrong under new ones; 
but to save oneself trouble, we nail down the compass, and 
steer straight for destruction; smiling placidly as with calm 
content, we look trustingly to our fixed needle, unsuspecting 
the catastrophe, our blind recklessness is preparing for us. 
But it is not right that I, the sinner, should turn preacher. I 
propose we go and examine the art treasures my old enemy 
has sent my best friend.”
1 Not the standard use of the word, but the meaning is clear
2 Leonidas (d. 480 BCE) was a warrior king of Sparta.
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Dora rose and laughingly said, “Ladies and gentlemen, 
orders must be obeyed,” she went out followed by the party.
Dora’s delight at her gems of art was not without reason. 
Exquisite indeed were the ivory miniatures, some dating back 
as early as the middle of the sixteenth century, miniatures of 
historic characters representing almost every important event 
in recent history, mostly by the most eminent artists of the 
day. She was surprised at the old man’s memory, every one 
she had pointed out as especially beautiful and interesting was 
there, as well as others, so discreetly chosen, that it was certain 
Wondergilt had got some artist who was also a student of 
history to make the selection. Many historic characters were 
from Sir Walter Scott’s novels,1 she remembered having called 
attention to the fact that evidently they had been arranged to 
illustrate some of these novels, and here they all were. It was 
a choice, almost priceless, present, showing infinite care and 
thoughtfulness in the selection.
“Can you think the donor a demon?” she smilingly asked 
Sterling as she watched his rapt admiration at the exquisite 
gems of art.
The collection was accompanied by half-a-dozen 
beautifully bound duplicate catalogues with full notes of all 
the important facts connected with the pictures, and also short 
histories of the characters represented. These catalogues had 
evidently been prepared, and printed especially to accompany 
the present.
“I do not value the price of the present, it is the care taken 
to give me pleasure that delights me. I should be miserable 
if I felt you harboured evil thoughts against the men instead 
of the principle. Of all men, I believe Wondergilt to be most 
miserable; he would be happier if he had to break stones and 
because he is miserable, and the system of which he is the 
representative makes many millions miserable also, I am sure 
1 Walter Scott (1771–1832) was a Scottish historical novelist.
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it should be altered; but it must not be done in anger, and all 
must be impressed that it is not the men; but the system that 
is bad.”
“Do not fear me,” answered Sterling, “never again will you 
hear a word personally directed against any man, if I can help 
it. Your remarks remind me of an old but common error I 
have frequently noticed in writers: they show that the rich are 
as miserable as the poor, that the poor should therefore be 
content, whilst the truth is, if the wealth were more evenly 
distributed, both would probably be happy.
The rich man takes infinite trouble and produces infinite 
misery in others, to be wretched himself, so the writers 
reflecting on their misery, uses it as an argument to the poor, 
not to revile the rich, nor attempt to be better off; if the rich 
were happy it would be some reason for their being wealthy. 
Is not the answer obvious? Let there be no rich and no poor, 
if one of these extremes means harass, care and splendid 
misery; whilst the other extreme produces loathsome sin and 
immorality, a life of suffering brightened by no sunshine of 
joy. It is really like putting a man to roast before a fire, and 
then saying to those who are shivering through the obstructed 
warmth, that they have no right to grumble at the bitter cold, 
because he, who is hot, is as full of suffering as they.
It really seems crass idiocy that does not see that the happy 
mean is the true solution.”
After spending a very pleasant and profitable hour or so 
over the miniatures, the friends separated.
CHAPTER XXVIII.--MISS VERDANT 
WILLOWGREEN.
The next day, according to a promise Dora had made to Sir 
Obsolete Courtly, he came to fetch her and she accompanied 
him to Miss Verdant Willowgreen’s reception.
These gatherings were quite an institution amongst the 
scandal loving officials.
The dear old lady was, as we know, full of all kinds of good-
natured gossip; but many a story and choice bit of scandal was 
the result of these afternoons.
The old lady had such a naïve, flowing, innocent way of 
telling her stories, that although many went for the fun, not a 
few of the malicious were there to sow the seeds of mischief, 
or to get matter to carry further.
Her garrulous manner had won for her the familiar 
sobriquet of “BabblingBrook”; she was the one relaxation Sir 
Obsolete allowed himself, and as his wife did not care to go to 
the “Brainless Babbler,” as she called her, Dora had promised 
to accompany the old fellow.
Miss Willowgreen welcomed her guests most effusively, she 
was greatly delighted at the honour of Dora’s call, and chatted 
delightfully of her visit to England, and her gratitude to Dora 
for her kindness in taking her with her. After a while she said 
to Sir Obsolete, “How is your lovely wife? You never bring her 
now,” and without waiting for an answer to her question, she 
continued, “How very nice for her to have the companionship 
of a friend of her youth. It is so delightful to meet old friends 
again.”
“Permit me to ask to whom you refer?” asked the old 
gentleman.
“Oh! I mean her friend, Mr. Stanley, the chief secretary, 
whom she is always with, you know.”
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Sir Obsolete looked at her in dazed astonishment, his little 
eyes opening to their very widest, whilst Dora said, “Wherever 
did you hear such nonsense?”
“Oh dear! Oh dear! What have I done? I expect I ought not 
to have mentioned it. Take no notice of what I have said. Of 
course I ought not to have mentioned it. My maid, Tabitha, 
said your butler told her that he heard something of a carriage 
accident mentioned, when Mr. Stanley and Lady Courtly 
were dining with you. How very indiscreet of me to mention 
it. It is so wrong to repeat one’s maid’s gossip.lxvii Of course 
under the circumstances, you will consider it unsaid, wont 
you? Still if it is true, it must be very pleasant for her ladyship. 
It is truly delightful to chat about old times with one’s early 
companions.”
The two visitors sat silent, and constrained; but the “Brook” 
babbled on, quite oblivious of the petard she had exploded 
under their feet.
“So, Sir Obsolete,” she continued, “after all, you did not 
allow the play to be acted, when the author had done all he 
could to tone it down. It does seem such a shame. I hear there 
were such naughty things, so nicely said in it. Would you not 
allow a private representation, and send us all tickets? At least, 
send them just to old discreet persons like myself, you know. 
Of course, such a play would not be well for young people to 
hear such as Mrs Jones and Lady Courtly, nor would you wish 
to hear it, would you my dear?” she said, addressing Dora.
“I should think not,” was the indignant answer.
“I thought so, I am glad you are so discreet. You do not really 
mean to stop the play, do you, Sir Obsolete?” she continued.
“Yes madam,” replied Sir Obsolete Courtly, “I have told the 
author that no play reflecting on the moral character of the 
priesthood of wealth will be permitted, and the same thing 
applies to papers and other publications. Every priesthood 
has been bad, history shows it to be inevitable; neither is it 
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of the slightest importance that it is so, as far as I can see. 
It is only when the worshippers know it, that the mischief is 
wrought, and faith fails. Why, Miss Willowgreen, if all the evil 
in the world were published, life would be unendurable. It is 
only by discreetly covering it up, that progress is possible.
“When a king was shown to his subjects, clean, contented, 
resplendent, no one thought of the foul life he led when his 
regalia was laid in the cupboard. Secular order is in this way, 
maintained, the people see their monarch as he ought to be, 
and so for all practical purposes, he is so.
“The priesthood ought to be virtuous and moral, therefore 
they are so, or at least should be considered so. In all religious 
arguments, what should be, has ever been considered to be 
equivalent to what it is. Ought to be, is thus the same as being.
“I have always acted on the maxim myself, and so must the 
writers. Cannot they find vice enough among the poor, who 
ought to be bad, and consequently are so, without attempting 
to cast reflections that might tend to lessen the power of the 
worship of Mammon?”
Poor old fellow! He is not by any means the first who has 
thought that the proper way to cure a scandal is to hide it; and 
to eradicate a cancer, to enamel it over; the removal of either 
is far too painful.
“Whited sepulchre,” was a phrase not invented by Sir 
Obsolete, it dates before his day.1
The old lady in reply to his long tirade, said, “Then I suppose 
we really must give up all hope of hearing the play.?” Whom 
do you think I expect this afternoon? There! What’s the use 
of asking, you’d never guess. It is the Countess of Crumbling 
Towers, little Nina, Lady Courtly’s formerlxviii maid, you know.”
Somewhat of a frown settled on Dora’s face as she 
remembered the girl’s words to her friend.
1 “Whited sepulchre” comes from the King James version of Matthew 23:27 and 
means hypocrite.
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“You think I ought not to have called on her? I told them 
you would not like it; but really she is very discreet, and dotes 
on the old Earl. You see, my dear, we were bound to know 
her. All the young officials adore her, and Lord Littlebrain and 
Viscount Lack Shingles rave about her. It is quite the correct 
thing to know her, you know, I do assure you.”
But as other visitors were coming in and the two did not 
feel any desire for further talk, they prepared to take their 
leave.
“You must be going, must you. I am sorry you cannot stay 
and meet the Countess.”
She followed them out of the room, and as they parted, 
she said, “Of course, you will consider what I so thoughtlessly 
mentioned about Lady Courtly as strictly confidential, won’t 
you?” then nodding her head and smiling, the little old lady 
left them.
As soon as they were outside, Sir Obsolete asked in a 
constrained manner, if what he had heard were true.
“It is certainly true that they are old friends; but what of 
that?”
Their friendship is open enough, as open as yours for Miss 
Willowgreen, and a good thing that Lady Courtly had found 
such a friend. He is one whose companionship would do any 
one good, I was proud to class him among my most intimate 
friends.”
Sir Obsolete said no more for the present; but Dora knew 
a storm was brewing, and she intended to warn her friends to 
be prepared for the tempest when it came; but before doing 
so, she proposed to have a long talk over the matter with her 
husband.
At dinner in the evening, all the party were present; but 
Dora was singularly silent and absent-minded, whilst the 
usually silent Lady Courtly was full of joy. She and Lois had 
spent much of the day amongst the sand hills with little 
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Hector, and the love of the little fellow and his boisterous fun 
had quite broken through the armour of reserve, that Lady 
Courtly could not usually put aside.
“Surely,” said Stanley, “the mantle of Elijah has fallen on 
Elisha,1 our hostess and Lady Courtly have changed minds; 
for our usually joyous hostess is as grave as a judge, whilst 
Lady Courtly seems as gay as a butterfly. What is the meaning 
of it all?” he asked laughingly.
A guilty looking, rosy tint overspread Dora’s face; but 
Lady Courtly answered, “I do feel happy; but it seems wrong 
to do so. I feel quite guilty. It is curious, but I seem never 
to be consciously happy, the instant I feel the sense of joy, 
conscience steps in to remind me of sorrow, and my happy 
feeling generally passes away.”
Sterling answered, “It is the remnant of your ascetic 
training, it is very difficult to get rid of unfounded prejudice; 
even when one’s reason tells one it is right to do so, and it is 
very fortunate that it is so, or the value of education would be 
half gone. Even the most acute intellect, and the finest moral 
nature feel the conflict of reason and prejudice. It seems hardly 
possible to displace a prejudice by one’s own unaided reason. 
One needs the new opinion to be supported by friends of clear 
thought and pure emotions—or if those are not to be obtained, 
it is remarkable how a thinker’s new ideas gain consistency, 
when in literature, he sees others’ minds touching upon the 
same train of thought; yet I believe you will ultimately find 
the ascetic feeling to be one of the most absolutely misleading 
in the whole range of ethics. Generally whatever is pleasant is 
right, whilst pain is the indicator of wrong.”
Their host interposed, “That is a most comfortable doctrine. 
I like that.”
Then laughingly replied Sterling, “You like what is true. 
Can you not see that joy is the motive of life’s action? Hence, 
1 In 2 Kings 13–15 the mantle or cape of Elijah passes to Elisha.
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if wrong actions and pleasure go together, in any animal, it 
obeys its instincts and perishes—whilst if pleasure and right 
go together, it obeys its instincts and lives. The doctrine of 
evolution seems to render it impossible that any other emotion 
than pleasure can persist. Of course, man, with his intellect, 
may simulate natural pleasure. Thus he may simulate the 
intoxication of natural joy by stimulants, or of natural sleep 
by narcotics; and these unnatural simulations are generally 
baneful.
Lady Courtly remarked, “This is the most extraordinary 
heresy I have ever heard. You are joking, are you not? You do 
make such extraordinary things seem right, that I believe you 
could make black look white—all really noble life is one of toll 
and pain surely?”
Sterling replied, “Never was I further from joking than now. 
I own it is the general conception, that a life of truth is one 
of misery, that nature naturally mourns, and is full of sorrow 
and strife; whilst credulous superstition acts as a kind of hazy 
covering that prevents us seeing nature’s full dreadfulness, 
science being only a power that tears this softening veil away, 
and shows the terrible reality of a weary life, whereas the exact 
contrary is the truth. The rays of the glowing orb of science 
pierce below the superficial pain and conflict of life to the 
abounding joy beneath. It shows us the pleasant is almost 
invariably the right, and leads to progress; and that pain is 
only the warning finger that points to death. All perfected 
nature is joyful. The terrible agony of supressed emotion 
almost always tells us that the emotion is right, and the code 
that causes its suppression is wrong. Does the satisfaction 
of hate, of envy, of jealousy carry permanent joy? —How 
different are the emotions, love, pity or sympathy! How full 
of happiness is their complete satisfaction! What intense pain 
does their suppression produce, yet our present life renders 
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their indulgence almost criminal, owing to the mischief our 
imperfect code causes, when they are gratified.
“Once rise to the sublime trust of scientific faith, and one 
becomes certain that the Supreme Ruler of the Cosmos, did 
not intend the joy of the satisfaction of these emotions to lead 
us astray.
“Man in his blind bigotry, has established codes of action, 
not consonant with the glorious melody of nature? The 
discordant resultant jangle being the result of man’s stupidity, 
not of nature’s laws.
“The senses, armed by the instruments of science, pierce the 
immensity of space, and show us depths of sublime grandeur 
and far reaching order of higher and higher complexity, until 
the mind of man reels at the infinity of the cosmos, upon 
whose threshold he stands, and of which science has given 
him a glance.
“At the opposite extreme take a pinch of silicious dust, 
and we find, in an invisible grain, the remains of former life 
and a present complexity, that compares with men’s ordinary 
conception of the highest organism. Then passing beyond 
sight to where mind has led us, and we discover the simplest 
cell to be built up of the countless molecules that are each 
armies of atoms, in every one of which is order and symmetry, 
complex forces and motions acting under laws as invariable as 
those which guide the stars.
“As we see all these marvels, we ask can the infinite lie? Are 
all these marvels only a mockery all tending to widespread 
misery? Are our emotions of pain and pleasure given only to 
mislead?
“The scientific mind refuses to believe such a doctrine. In 
trustful confidence, reason says, ‘Pleasures are the parents, 
and pain is the policeman of life.’
Morganeering174
“Feel assured when we feel nature’s cruel grip, we are 
criminals breaking her lovely law. But I must not preach 
longer, for all have dined.”
After dinner, a party of friends came down, and what 
with skating, dancing, charades etc., a very happy evening 
was spent; but although Dora tried to hide her trouble and 
entered into the fun of the evening, it was with a heavy heart, 
she watched the unsuspecting gaiety of Lady Courtly and 
Stanley, whose mutual respect and admiration increased, and 
whose pure love for each other seemed to grow in intensity 
the longer they were together.
Dora knew enough of Sir Obsolete’s bitterly jealous nature 
to be sure that the delightful friendship between the two 
must soon cease, and intensely she sympathised with both 
her friends; but for the evening at least she allowed them to 
remain in blissful ignorance of their fate.
CHAPTER XXIX.--THE RESIGNATION OF THE 
CHANCELLOR.
Dora and her husband had a long talk over the whole matter, 
and she decided that her husband should tell Stanley, and she 
would let Lady Courtly know of the circumstance that had 
happened. This was done and a few days afterwards, Jones 
came home in a very perturbed state; Sir Obsolete had given 
in his resignation and had informed him, that he intended, 
as soon as convenient to Mrs. Jones, to go to China where he 
had accepted the appointment to Hawtypouty, the princess 
of China.
“I asked the old fellow his reason. He said he thought I 
knew, I told him I knew of nothing that should cause a sepa-
ration. He then made some statements about his wife and Ar-
thur, which I told him were a disgrace to him. I asked him if 
his wife had been in any way neglectful of him since Stanley 
had been here, and he was forced to own she had been kind-
er and more loving. I asked him what he complained of—he 
murmured something about honour as a husband. But I tell 
you, I gave him a terribly bad quarter of an hour. But he has 
made up his mind to go. He even went so far as to ask me to 
tell Lady Courtly. I asked him if he were dead to all sense of 
propriety. Poor old fellow! He was awfully put out and con-
fused and begged my pardon. I do believe he looked upon his 
jealousy as a virtue, and thought to pose as a martyr.”
Jones must have given Sir Obsolete a rather bitter time; 
for he did not write to Lady Courtly to tell her his decision 
for some days. When at length a letter came, it simply stated 
that he had decided to accept an offer of an appointment in 
China, and had resigned his post, and wished her Ladyship 
to come home and make preparations for their departure. 
Lady Courtly left the next day, and when she met her husband 
she asked him whatever could have induced him to leave so 
comfortable an office, in so beautiful a place as New Zealand.
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The old fellow took the righteously indignant tone, and 
accused her of friendship for her old lover Stanley.
“And has that friendship ever injured you?” she asked.
“I cannot say it has, but you were fonder of him than of 
me.”
“Was I ever fond of you? Did I not tell you I loved Mr. 
Stanley before I married you? Did I ever pretend any love, 
even when the false manners of courtship hid your true 
character, and I respected you, and like many another foolish 
girl, thought that this respect might change to love? Did my 
greater knowledge of your miserable little soul, your shallow 
nature, your despicable meanness, of your senseless jealousy, 
tend to cause me to love you? Did it not rather lead me to 
loathe myself, that I had not the courage to end my wretched 
lot by death. In that state of mind, I met my present friends. 
Have I been less kind, less indulgent or less respectful since the 
time that my frozen life was thawed by their warm love? You 
know it is not so. My softened heart pitied you, aye, even loved 
you; impossible as it now seems to me, it was actually so. If 
each of our lives was better, fuller, why alter? Is there anything 
wrong? Was I jealous that you should love the company of 
such a miserable babbler as your new lady friend? Why did 
you wish to alter a mode of life so pleasant to all, in which the 
terrible evil of our imperfect civilisation was softened if not 
removed?”
“Is it not right,” he answered, “that a husband should be a 
wife’s highest love? Yet you know I am not yours.”
Lady Courtly replied, “To be loved a thing must be loveable 
or lovely—are you either? If I am to love nothing better than 
you, I must know no one—no, not even any animal. I love my 
beautiful mastiff better than you, and respect him more. My 
feeling for you scarcely ever rose above pity. In the fullness 
of my new life, I pitied you, and tried to look kindly on your 
foibles. Now, all that is passed. You have extinguished the 
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lamp of love never to be rekindled. I go with you; but as a 
wife? Certainly not. Our connection has never been anything 
but one of sin and shame to me—all that now ceases, I go 
because my presence legally belongs to you; but I go only as 
an acquaintance. Anything further I shall resist to the death. 
You own my presence; but body and soul I am my own. The 
time of chattel slavery is past, and even were it not so, rather 
than suffer further the degradation and soul abasement, 
the loathing contempt of myself that has been my constant 
companion during our unnatural union, I would slay both 
myself and you.”
Sir Obsolete absolutely quailed, as he saw the burning 
contempt that shone from her flashing eyes. As she stood 
there, with her majestic figure drawn to its full height, she 
looked like a judge, passing sentence on a miserable criminal.
The poor old man asked in a deprecating manner if she 
were treating him with the respect due to his position as a 
husband.
“Respect!” she replied, “the worm that crawls the earth, 
and that one spurns with one’s foot, I respect more than you. 
Your life is one long subterfuge. Cant, hypocrisy and sham are 
the trinity that make up your god of pretence. But there! It is 
unnecessary for me to say more. I shall be ready when you 
wish me to go—until then, I prefer that we see as little of each 
other as possible, and for the future, clearly understand, we 
are mere acquaintances.”
Lady Courtly soon had her things ready to start, and then 
returned to Dora, to wait until Sir Obsolete should be ready 
to go.
It need not be said that in their agitated state, there was 
not much gaiety at Wainoni. The thoughts of all travelled to 
serious things, and social, religious and political questions 
occupied most of the time. One evening the subject of worship 
was under discussion.
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“Yes, I certainly believe man is a worshipping animal,” 
Stanley was remarking.
“I think so too,” said Lady Courtly, worship seems to have 
been absolutely universal with all the higher races of men and 
not uncommon with the lowest. What is your opinion, Mr. 
Sterling?”
“Doubtless you are right, I am of opinion that worship has 
been a most important factor in military success, leading as it 
does to implicit obedience. Once an army believes its leaders 
to be God-inspired, success is almost sure to follow. Almost 
everywhere in Homer we see the gods themselves mixing with 
the combatants, inspiring their great deeds, rendering them 
invulnerable and even hiding them in clouds if need be, and 
often in the case of desperate need, themselves fighting. Even 
Alexander1 did not despise to take advantage of this instinct of 
the race, by calling himself the son of Jupiter. It is hardly worth 
while to instance such examples as Joan of Arc; but to come 
nearer to the present, see the remarkable success of the Arabs 
in the Soudan [Sudan]. Yes, I believe worship to have played a 
large part in the evolution of man. It is consequently universal 
in the race, and must be reckoned with, in any attempt to deal 
with mankind. Our philosophers clearly saw this; but they 
took care that the religion of the commune should be based 
on scientific faith, and it was a religion of the real, not one of 
pretence; a religion of action, not of profession.”
“I have heard you use the expression scientific faith several 
times, I scarcely know what you mean?” said Lady Courtly.
Sterling answered, “It is faith based on evidence instead 
on credulity or mere assertion. If a great biologist, who has 
never made a mistake tellslxix me that he firmly believes a 
principle that demands only biological knowledge, and the 
matter is too difficult for me to test myself, and if again all 
other able biologists seem to agree with him, then I accept the 
1 Alexander III of Macedon, known as Alexander the Great (356–323 BCE).
THE RESIGNATION OF THE CHANCELLOR 179
principle. That is an example of scientific faith. The perfection 
of creation implies an able creator who is worthy of trust in a 
similar way.”
“It seems a very cold spiritless form of faith,” said Lady 
Courtly.
“You must not think so,” eagerly interposed Lois, “it is far 
more soul satisfying and beautiful then any mere credulity. 
No one who has not been through the agony of doubt, 
that I have been through, a doubt developed by the want 
of consistency of the creeds based on abject superstition, 
and unreasoning credulity—no one who has not suffered 
from these awful doubts can at all appreciate the absolutely 
satisfactory condition of the mind of one who rests in the firm 
basis of scientific faith and trust based on evidence. My dear 
Lady Courtly, it behoves everyone to ascertain what is their 
ideal. Are we worshipping a God or a devil? All people should 
ask themselves, ‘Whom shall I trust?’ Shall I put my faith in 
a being wholly just and beneficent? Or in a being unjust and 
malignant?’ Dare we suppose the Eternal One, the bounteous 
Giver of all good, to create an intelligent being, to endow him 
with faculties enabling him to think grand thoughts and to 
do unselfish deeds, only that these thoughts and deeds may 
prove his destruction? Can we imagine the creator saying to 
the being, ‘I have given you a powerful intellect that enables 
you to teach men, to distinguish good from evil. I know that 
in giving you these great gifts, I render it impossible for you 
to accept certain dogmas, yet if you do not accept them I 
shall consign you to endless torment. I am aware also that I 
have endowed you with such a love of truth, that you cannot 
tell a lie, and such a logical faculty that every sophistry is 
as transparent as crystal ice; yet if you do not grant these 
sophistries to be true, you incur my hatred and detestation’—
can we imagine such to be our creator? In such a being as this, 
the scientific thinker’s clear and logical mind recognises an 
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unjust cruel malignant creature—a demon not a God. Think 
dear Lilian, of the perfection of every living plant that clothes 
this earth, of every creature that wanders on its surface, 
think of the marvellous adoption of means to ends. Can you 
believe that we are creatures of a malignant demon? Is it not 
certain we are living under the control of a powerful, just and 
loving God Who has given us grand thoughts and great and 
immutable laws?
“If we faithfully use our gifts, if we fearlessly follow where 
trained reason irresistibly leads us, can you not see that we 
shall no longer be worried by chimeras of man’s invention, 
but in serene trust will dare to face the most trying moment, 
having that calm confidence that can only be inspired by 
perfect unwavering living faith, a faith as with us, based on 
the fullest evidence that our God is a being all loving, entirely 
just and absolutely beneficent. My dear friend, could you see 
its beauty in all the fullness that I do, I am sure you would love 
our religion as well, but even if you do not see its full beauty, 
you must never think it cold and unsatisfying.”
It was seldom that Lois spoke except to correct some 
slight misunderstanding of someone, when her husband was 
explaining his ideals, so that her hearers were surprised at the 
energy and at the eloquent manner with which she defended 
her religion. She looked almost an angel, her beautiful face 
appeared inspired, and as she ceased, such a smile of divine 
love rested upon it, that Lady Courtly caught the infection of 
her enthusiasm. She went over to her, threw her arms around 
her, gave her a loving kiss, and told her she hoped she would 
tell her all about her beautiful religion, that she evidently 
loved so well.
Much of the time that remained to Lady Courtly, she 
spent with Dora and Lois in talking over the grand character 
of Christ in which all that is divine in man seemed to have 
culminated, and of the glorious far-reaching altruism that had 
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evidently founded the powerful germ that so deeply influenced 
mankind for so many centuries; but that unfortunately had 
been nearly crushed by formal ecclesiasticism, and the other 
self-seeking methods that ultimately culminated in the open 
worship of wealth.
At length the time came for Lady Courtly to leave. Stanley 
and she are strolling for the last time through the beautiful 
grounds, the anguish of the parting oppresses them both and 
makes them singularly silent. But the pain is too terrible, and 
Stanley at length asks passionately, “Dear Lilian, must we 
really part? I cannot bear it!”
“Yes Arthur, we must part. It is inevitable. No other course 
seems possible.”
“But, my darling, why should you go with an old man 
whom you despise, with whom you have no more in common 
than with a savage, who has no single emotion consonant 
with your own; whilst our natures are perfectly attuned to 
each other, and you know I have loved you faithfully for years. 
My strong pure deep love for you changed the whole current 
of my being; the wild life I led before I saw you became hateful 
to me, and remained so from the moment I fully realised your 
pure heart, and your sweet loving nature. Then we were parted 
and for years I lived a life of dull weariness; but the current of 
my life that had been purified by your influence, never lost its 
purity. Do you doom me to the same sunless life? Whilst as to 
your lot, what will it be? You will be isolated from every soul 
you love, every effort to find a higher life crushed by the mean 
natures you will be associated with. I dare not contemplate 
your life. It is too horrible to think of. Lilian you dare not go.”
She was going to speak; but he saw denial in her face and 
passionately continued, “I know what you would say—that it 
is right for you to go. I know all the platitudes about, ‘Whom 
God has joined, let no man put asunder,’ but can we credit 
that such a union is of God? It is blasphemous to think that 
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God could have been present to consecrate such a union. Was 
it not the power of evil rather that that of God that was the 
presiding genius at your nuptials? Dear Lilian, do not let a 
false, a merely conventional sense of right, destroy both of 
our lives. Try to realise what my life was before our sweet 
friendship commenced. My beautiful love, you cannot be so 
cruel—we must not part. Let the true right rule your action. 
Defy a false canting world that you despise as much as I do 
myself. I ask you, is not Sterling right? You must not go with 
him—the thought is worse than death.”
“I know, Arthur, you wish to do right, and I have told Sir 
Obsolete that I only go with him as an acquaintance. Do not 
pity me—I shall no longer feel the disgrace of our union. It 
was the shame of my life that made me wretched. I shall be 
busy and have no doubt when I get to my new home, I shall 
be quite happy.”
As she spoke, she gave a woebegone smile, and as Stanley 
looked at her sad face, the deep misery in its expression so 
clearly belied her hopeful words that his lacerated heart was 
more full of bitterness than ever.
“My sweet love,” he said, “you cannot be happy, you are 
wretched even now, I cannot, dare not, think of your misery. 
The deep sorrow in your face is maddening me. Do not act 
foolishly!” he exclaimed passionately seizing her hand, whist 
his whole frame trembled with excitement.
“Arthur, dear Arthur, do not be so unhappy. You will break 
my heart.” A deep sob of intense anguish escaped him and 
shook his whole being.
“What shall I do?” she asked hopelessly wringing her 
hands, “I cannot hear it,” she said sobbing. Then the pent up 
emotions she had painfully kept back so long overcame her 
and she burst into a flood of tears, and choking sobs.
Stanley bore it for some time, then his love overmastered 
him and he caught her in his powerful arms, and pressed 
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upon her lips burning passionate kisses. She felt herself 
utterly powerless to resist and the feeling of his overmastering 
love changed her emotion, and her hysterical sobs gradually 
ceased.
After this burst of excitement, they grew calmer; but his 
love again found vent in passionate pleading.
“It cannot be, dear Arthur. Do not entreat me further. It is 
impossible and your grief only adds to my sorrow. If I felt ten 
times as certain as I do that it was right, I could not live with 
you. My nature is sensitive, I cannot stand shame, I should be 
pointed at as a warning by the very women whose lives are 
a living lie; those whose whole course is but one continued 
ill-concealed scandal would draw in their skirts as I passed. 
I should be wretched, I know it is weak; but I could not bear 
the open disgrace, I was never made for shame, I should grow 
sad and spiritless and your love would be killed. You would 
feel that I was chained to you like a log or worse like a living 
corpse.”
Stanley tried to tell her that his love was too strong, and 
had been of long duration; but she interposed quickly, “No, 
Arthur, do not try to deny it, I know you think differently; 
but love is like a disease; it runs its passionate course and the 
victim is as little to be blamed as though it were a fever. Under 
favourable circumstances, love may last the life; but as it 
cannot by will be destroyed, neither can it by will, be retained. 
I once thought differently. In the early days of your stay, as I 
watched your sad face, I might have acted then as you wished; 
but only to have produced a life of misery for both. But I have 
thought it all over through many a sleepless night and weary 
day. I read many books and pondered much, at length I read 
Anna Karenina1—that settled it all: I saw there, reflected as 
in a mirror, every stage of our future life and I felt the great 
1 A novel by Leo Tolstoy (1828–1910) originally published serially between 1873 
and 1877 and as a book in 1878. 
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writer to be true in every word, in every thought. No, my own 
dear friend, it must not be. The laws, the customs must be 
altered, I must be your self-respecting and respected bride, or 
not your mate at all.”
Long and eloquently the lover urged his suit, ably he 
showed her the cases were different; but he could not shake her 
determination, and when the time came for them to go into 
the house, Stanley told her he could not do so, and he dared not 
see her again—the parting was too painful. He passionately 
pleaded for a parting kiss which Lady Courtly in her stricken 
state was unable to refuse him, and as the two lovers’ lips met 
in one long delirious kiss, their two souls seemed to become 
one. But the sweetness of this fond embrace was deeply tinged 
with the bitterness of the thought of parting. Lady Courtly at 
length tore herself from him, and went silently in a benumbed 
state, to her room, where she stayed for a long time; but her 
solitude was at last broken by Dora’s sweet sympathy. Stanley’s 
heart was too deeply wounded to see anyone, so he went to the 
valley, and then on to the hills, where he walked and meditated, 
oblivious of the setting sun, or the glorious sky, oblivious of 
the growing darkness, oblivious of time altogether, as the stars 
circled in their courses. Still he walked, until the rising sun 
found him miles away, aimlessly toiling on, on, on—footsore 
and famished, until a kindly shepherd, noticing his wearied 
looks and dispirited appearance, asked him to share his scanty 
morning’s meal; and then again he travelled on for days, in 
a listless, benumbed torpor, till he reached Akaroa; when 
feeling some shame at his selfish sorrow, and remembering 
that his friends would be anxious, he telegraphed to Dora: -
“You know all—too miserable to be any good—will try and 
see you soon.”
After a while the wounds began to heal, and he even 
longed for the sympathy of his dearly loved little friend Dora, 
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to whom he hastened back, and on whose kindly sympathy he 
did not rely in vain.
186
CHAPTER XXX.--DORA’S TROUBLE.
Dora’s parting with Lady Courtly had been a sad one; but she 
promised her that if possible she would pay her an early visit. 
The time, however, never came for her to do so, and much 
sorrow had to be the lot of each before the two noble women 
met again. Dora had from the first taken a great liking for 
Lois; and her love for her beautiful religion, with its intense 
reverence for truth, and its worship of the divine in man, with 
its lofty ideal of the infinite, had caused this liking to mature 
into an intense love and admiration, whilst the clever little 
boy Hector was a link that bound them more closely than all.
Dora had a passionate love for children; but her own 
desire for maternity seemed doomed to disappointment, and 
although her grief was silent, it was none the less bitter.
This regret at the loss of her hopes had gradually been 
increasing, and this with her deep sympathy for her two 
friends and her loss of companionship of Lady Courtly, 
combined with the terrible difficulty of her position was slowly 
undermining her health, and her buoyant spirits were much 
subdued. Her own experience and the long talks with Sterling 
had shown her that something was egregiously wrong, and her 
final solution to talk it over with Wondergilt himself scarcely 
satisfied her conscience. She felt disloyal both to her father 
and her husband’s employer, yet she believed that if both of 
them were less separated from their fellows, they would be 
happier. Inextricably difficult the problems seemed to her, as 
they have seemed to most emotional natures of clear intellect. 
Oppressive and saddening in their effect on the character 
and depressing the joyousness of the most exuberant nature. 
All these influences acting together proved too much for her 
rather frail though happy nature.
When the idea of Sterling and his party’s leaving came near, it 
seemed as though she could not hear the parting and ultimately 
it was arranged that Lois and her boy should stay with her.
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The book had been finished some time, and soon Sterling 
and Van der Blunt would be off and many talks were had, as 
to the action they intended to take. She asked him whether he 
really felt sure that his ideas of life were sound.
“How can they be otherwise?” he replied, “when my own 
experiences and those of my fellows are evidence of their 
correctness.” “Depend upon it,” he urged, “Personal property 
is at the root of all the troubles that the world has suffered 
from, since the dawn of civilisation. All may be traced to 
the same source, whether they be political, social, ethical or 
religious. Possibly the perfect development of man required 
these troubles; for upon the struggle of the individual probably 
depended the rapid evolution of advanced intellect. Anyone 
who has carefully studied man, must see that even now the 
emotional nature is far more developed than the intellectual. 
Upon the loving emotions of the heart depends man’s 
happiness which as upon the powers of the intellect depends 
the power to ascertain truth. But now that man has subdued 
the forces of nature to his use the intellect must ever be on 
the alert. In group life, the intellectual will now develop along 
with the emotional and very possibly much more rapidly than 
by individual struggle. In early civilisation, it seemed hardly 
possible that any high culture could exist without a vast 
majority of men living the terrible life of the slave, but that is 
now past. Steam and steel do the work of blood and muscle. 
Before science had shown men how to harness the forces of 
nature to the van of human progress, slavery and culture were 
indissolubly wedded.”
“My dear madam,” he continued, “do you not see that if 
our future civilisation is to be one of trust and love, instead of 
treachery and hate, there must be none of the selfish struggle 
that is the absolute accompaniment of personal property.”
“I wish I could feel sure that it was so,” answered Dora, “My 
head tells me you are right; but I have been so used to the idea 
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that force is necessary to rule mankind that my convictions 
lag behind my reason, yet my heart is also with you. The rule 
of love, if it were strong enough, would be so much more 
divine than that of fear.”
“I think that is the true solution of your difficulty,” said 
Lois, “It is the real mistrust of the divine power of love, and 
the belief in the mean emotion of fear, that has been the cause 
of much of the misery of man. Yet wherever in home or any 
other government, the fetters of fear have been replaced by 
the silken cords of love, the control has always become more 
perfect.”
“Yes, dear Lois, very possibly you are right,” Dora replied, 
“I know that love has always ruled my life, and that I have 
always ruled others by love. Willing obedience is always better 
than when it is forced; but whilst we are talking on the subject, 
there is another thing I should like to speak about. My father 
has told me, and I know the opinion is shared by many others, 
that there would be a tendency to a dead level of mediocrity in 
a commune where all had equal rights.”
Sterling replied, “Experience proves this to be exactly the 
reverse of the truth. If, for one instant, you think without 
prejudice, you will see it could not be otherwise. Nature, as 
it ascends, tends to make life complex with specialisation of 
functions, and the work gets of a higher character, and better 
done. In the amoeba, each cell is alike complete in its functions, 
and isolated. In man, the myriads of cells are grouped into 
special organs. In which of these groups have we mediocrity? 
The idea that complexity tends to uniformity is palpably 
absurd; but assertion so often passes current for sound 
argument, that it is not surprising that the same almost puerile 
ideas are continually reiterated. As the similar self-sufficient 
organic cells, as they are in the amoeba, become differentiated 
and specialised in man, so the individuals of the similar self-
sufficient families will specialise as members of the group, and 
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every different unit will perform its own best function to the 
enormous advantage both of itself and the commune. Every 
individual will not have to provide for the financial necessities 
of the home, to see that the building repairs are done, to see 
to its sanitation, to the warming, lighting and ventilation, to 
superintend the moral, the intellectual, the physical and the 
spiritual well being of the children, and to arrange for their 
entrance into life. With all these cares, can we wonder at stilted 
aspiration, cramped efforts, wasted genius, and that listless 
hopelessness, which in the intellectual class has culminated 
in an avowed pessimism? How differently was each of these 
functions performed with us when each duty had its own 
self-selected individuals to perform it! Genius usually does 
routine work badly, so that in ordinary family life it is beaten 
by mediocrity, all its powers are needed to provide for the 
animal wants of the body, and the divine spark is stifled. How 
much of the Promethean fire of genius is thus extinguished it is 
painful to contemplate. See how, under the group system, not 
only has originality free play for action; but the emotions that 
create genius have full power for developing. Is there anything 
unique in family love? It is universal throughout nature. The 
predatory, cruel, coquettish, jealous lioness will fight to the 
death for her cubs.lxx The true human love and sympathy, the 
wide-reaching, the Christ-like love that cannot read a story of 
pathos without desiring to lessen sorrow, that cannot bear to 
hear of famine without trying to feed the starving even when 
of an alien race—these high emotions have free play in the 
group, and it is these that have ever been the special inciting 
causes of all the highest flights of genius.”
“I think,” Dora interposed, “your remarks explain what 
I have so often wondered at—the terrible domestic failures 
that so large a number of men and women of genius seem to 
have made. Their emotions were too wide for the cramped 
circumstances of their narrow home, and like a bird in a cage 
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they have beaten out their lives in their endeavour to escape 
to a life of freedom. You, I suppose, would say to escape to the 
true life of man. It does look as though the ascending series 
are first self, as seen in the amoeba, then the family instinct, as 
seen in the brute, rising to the gens and more or less isolated 
groups of primitive man, to culminate in the perfection of a 
federated world of communal groups.”
“And,” said Lois, “is the idea absurd? There is no necessity 
for a single unit of the whole world to live a debased life. Is not 
electricity the nerve force that flashing through space renders 
it possible for the hearts of the whole world to pulsate as one? 
The beauty, the perfection that there might be in life, if only 
the wealth now squandered in rendering the rich miserable, 
were used to give fullness to the life of the people!”
So the talk went on and after a while Stanley began to take 
an interest, and as he listened, his loving heart began to glow 
over the grand ideals that were unfolded. His feeling of their 
hopeless impracticability gradually disappeared, until he 
became the most eager of the whole group.
This was the condition of affairs when a letter was received 
from Wondergilt in which he desired Dora’s company, as 
the time had come for his annual visit of inspection of his 
treasures. This caused great excitement amongst them all, for 
Dora had made up her mind to talk to the old capitalist on 
this complex problem of life.
But with all the excitement, Dora’s health did not improve. 
The love between herself and husband was as intense as ever, 
and although the subject was never mentioned, she knew how 
the affectionate fellow wished for children. She felt too, that 
her present complex thoughts, her philosophic endeavours 
to pierce the mixed motive of human actions were altogether 
above his dormant intellect, and he had ceased to be present 
at these talks.
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Dora knew in her heart that dearly as she loved the true-
hearted manly fellow, she felt more pleasure in Stanley’s 
company than in his for since Arthur’s parting with Lilian, his 
confidential talks with Dora were very dear to him, and now 
in his fully awakened enthusiasm for a higher life, the subjects 
of discussion were endless.
Jones was far too fine a nature, to be in the slightest degree 
jealous. His love was too true, too high, for such a feeling 
even to find a lodgement, and he delighted for both their 
sakes in their friendship. But Dora still pined and felt bitterly 
the absence of the cementing bond of mutual offspring as a 
source of common interest and a common joy.
Stanley had noticed this failing health of his beautiful little 
friend, long before her husband did, for the little creature could 
not bear to give him pain, and put on her gayest manner, and 
sweetest smiles in his presence—often to sink on the couch 
with a sigh after he left her. Stanley had often seen this change 
of manner, and to his tender enquiries she would answer, “I 
feel tired, I shall be all right soon.” But in his care for her the 
sympathetic chord between them strengthened, and at last the 
friend grew very anxious indeed.
He told the devoted husband his fears, and called his 
attention to how thin she was becoming, and reminded him 
of her fragile mother’s early death. When he realised her state, 
the poor fellow reeled, as though struck by lightning, his heart 
ceased to beat, and then commenced again like the shocks of 
a strong hammer.
“Oh Stanley!” he said, “is this how I show my love for 
my angel, my precious darling wife? Whilst I have been 
thoughtlessly playing at billiards, at tennis and so on, my love 
has been pining away. And you detect her illness before her 
husband!!”
“Do not let such a thought occur to you, your wife has 
purposely hidden it from you, to save you trouble; but 
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something must be done for her and although I know she will 
be angry with me, I felt it was due to our friendship to tell you 
my opinion.”
Jones got the most eminent physician to make a friendly 
call on his beloved wife. His report was far from encouraging, 
and when told of the invitation to England, he strongly advised 
its acceptance, and ordered simple tonics, etc.
After the physician’s visit, Dora had more of Lois and 
Hector’s company; for Sterling and Van der Blunt had started 
on their mission of love, well provided with means out of 
Dora’s abundant exchequer. Her parting words were, “For my 
sake, and for the sake of the cause, avoid all personal feeling. 
Show that when all mankind are united love must rule.”
Sterling had replied, “My mission is only to show that 
in the love of others, not in self-love, resides all hope of 
human joy, whether for the rich, or the poor, that in ample 
sufficiency, not in prodigal waste, are human wants most 
happily served, and that the happiness of the whole, is the 
only true paradise for the individual. Trust me, my dearly 
loved friend, peace, not conflict, shall be the object of my 
mission. A true and united public opinion, I believe to be 
omniscient for reform. Before the righteous judgement of all 
mankind, the mightiest man must quail.”
And so the two friends had parted, and in a short time 
Dora and her husband accompanied by Lois and Hector, 
started on their journey, leaving Stanley in charge of the 
affairs of Australasia, where, what with these duties and his 
sociological studies, he spent a busy and not unhappy time, 
for although he had not the sweet presence of his heart’s 
choice, he had the satisfaction of the mutual love and respect, 
and the knowledge that if the reorganising of society, he 
hoped for were realised, such iniquitous unions as hers would 
be impossible in the future, and where existing would be 
snapped like a rotten thread.
CHAPTER XXXI.--DORA’S ILLNESS.
The glorious ride in the aeromote seemed at first greatly 
to benefit Dora’s health; but after the tropics were passed, 
the sudden changes of the equinoctial gales especially over 
the Bay of Biscay gave her a severe cold, that after landing, 
ultimately culminated in a fever.
She was taken to Windsor and Wondergilt sent for the 
most eminent physicians; but as the sweet girl seemed to be 
growing worse, her father was sent from America.
When he came, his little favourite, the one dearly loved 
creature on all the earth, was in a raging fever and did not 
recognise him.
He asked in an awed manner of his son-in-law, “Cannot 
something be done to ease her? It is really dreadful!”
He was told by the heart-broken husband that everything 
that human skill could do, had been done, and though he 
waited long and patiently, he was not recognised.
Wondergilt very much wanted to see his beautiful little 
protégée, and on his chief clerk’s next visit, accompanied him 
to her bedside. She was now sensible and gave a quiet smile of 
welcome to the two men, she was too weak to talk, and every 
now and then, spasms of intense pain showed themselves in 
her face, she began to murmur, then delirium set in—and she 
raved: -
“All unhappy, yes all—the rich miserable—the poor 
starving—all burning or freezing—no warmth, no warmth—
burning, yes burning, the hot gold burns.”
She shrieked and tried to escape, Lois bathed her burning 
brow with cooling scent, and after a while she smiled and 
murmured again: “Love, yes it’s love, yes father, it’s sweet, 
smiling love, not selfishness that’s wanted.” So she wandered 
on, her mind evidently on the subject of her brain troubles. 
The two men listened with heavy hearts as she wandered on, 
evidently she thought if her father advised, Wondergilt would 
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act. At length she became silent and sunk into a troubled 
sleep, and the two men left, to think long and deeply over the 
ideas her wanderings had suggested to them.
In another delirium, she thought the priest of wealth was 
packing the gilt ingots on her head, and all over her, the 
weight became greater, and greater, yet still he packed them 
on, when it seemed she would be crushed. She thought she 
saw him wave his hands and begin the form of transmuting. 
A terrible fear oppressed her—all at once the fatal words were 
pronounced and the sudden weight seemed to crush her, as 
her senses left her, she thought she heard the crash of her 
breaking skull—then all was still.
Again another time, the same dreadful dream oppressed 
her; but this time the sinister priest was packing the ingots, 
Charles entered. He caught up the lot and threw them violently 
at the dread man, who fled the room. How great was the relief, 
and she opened her eyes, to find her husband bathing her poor 
fevered head. Then she thought she was divorced because she 
had no children, and she was married to Wondergilt, who had 
built an immense tower, to let her see at once, all the extent 
of her riches. The tower was very safe and strong—was it not 
founded on frozen human blood?
She looked down from the dizzy height, and the railing 
gave way—she fell, and fell and seemed to be waiting the final 
awful crash; but just as she was going to strike, she became 
unconscious.
She appeared to get better for a time and whilst in this 
state, news came from China that Sir Obsolete Courtly was 
dead. Lady Courtly and Hautypouty had got on very badly 
together, and the old gentleman had told his mistress, that he 
had no power over his wife. The old fellow had got to fear her, 
as a new boy fears the schoolmaster. The solitude she suffered 
from, and her long fits of brooding over what she thought the 
wrong of her lot, were destroying her naturally kindly nature, 
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and although in public she treated him with outward respect, 
in private she was an icicle. The old fellow in his dotage, wept 
like a child, and protested his love, her only answer was that 
she did not believe in love that only found pleasure in the 
misery of the one he loved. The way to prove it was to return 
to New Zealand. So the time had crept along, Lady Courtly all 
the while distinctly respectful to Hautypouty.
She had been to a reception and had behaved in her usual 
frigid polite manner to the hot-tempered princess, and had 
so incensed the violent lady, that afterwards she showered the 
rankest abuse on her old chancellor.
As he preceded her down the stairs, while attempting to 
explain, he neglected to bow at each step. This the incensed 
lady chose to construe into personal insult, and she gave 
the old gentleman such a violent box on the ear that in his 
astonishment at the shock, he lost his balance and fell heavily 
to the bottom of the princess’s private staircase where he lay 
perfectly still. When he was examined, he was found to be 
quite dead. He had broken his spinal column and had died a 
sudden and painless death.
When Dora heard of it, she said, “Send to Arthur to bring 
Lady Courtly here.”
This was done; but the little creature seemed to sink, and 
get weaker and weaker.
At length all hope was over, all felt that the sweet girl, who 
had shed so much joy around her during her short life, was 
going to leave them.
At such a time, how transitory all human affairs appear 
to the watchers, how insignificant everything else is! The 
thought that all—the most powerful man, the sturdy infant—
all must one day come to this pass! In time the giant trees now 
shaking their mighty arms outside the window will have gone, 
and then the place they occupy will know them no more. The 
structure their timber will build will decay and disappear. The 
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earth itself, as it has had a time of birth, will have a time of 
extinction. Even the glorious sun and the mighty universe 
itself, has its life period. Northing is immortal but death.
It was rapidly growing dusk and in that gloomy room, no 
one had even so much as thought of getting a light. In such 
a scene, dear little Dora was drawing her feeble breath. Her 
husband was kneeling at her side, his face hidden in the bed, 
trying to keep back the o’er-mastering sobs, while her little 
hands were buried in his giant palms.
“Do not weep,” she murmurs, “You have made me very 
happy.”
He raised his face, a sweet smile then a weary look passed 
over her face and her eyes closed. The room was very still, 
the dying girl’s father and Lois were on the opposite sides 
of the bed. In her terrible grief at the loss of her dear friend, 
she had taken one of her father’s hands, and now she rested 
her sobbing face on his shoulder—it was a striking sight: the 
loving wife of the communist resting on the breast of the 
Priest of the worship of Laissez-fairelxxi.
Presently Lois sobbed out the words, “She is not dead!” The 
physician came forward with a sceptical look on his face, which 
changed as he carefully examined his patient. He quickly went 
to the dressing table, and brought the hand mirror. He held 
it over her face, it became bedewed. He held up his hand to 
implorelxxii silence, and then signed for everyone to leave the 
room, when they were outside he told them that she was in a 
slumber from which he hoped much. At the thought of death 
all her mental worry had left her, and the relieved brain had 
found rest in sleep instead of death. Lois was to attend her, 
and on no account was she to be disturbed. Every moment of 
sleep was priceless. The news went forth, clocks were stopped, 
silence reigned absolute. The time crept on, still they waited. 
The physician glided stealthily into the room, the mirror was 
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again bedewed. An hour became two—when the third was 
normally over, the frail patient opened her eyes.
“Where am I?” she asked, “This is not heaven. I thought I 
died.”
“No dear Dora,” Lois said, “You are going to get well, and 
live to make us all happy.”
The physician was present with stimulating refreshment, 
from this time the improvement slowly set in. She seemed to 
have lost all anxiety, and with the relief, the weary brain rested.
By the time Arthur and Lady Courtly arrived, there was 
every probability of her ultimate recovery. The presence of her 
two friends was a great comfort to her. At the first meeting 
she had taken their hands and joining them said the words, 
“At last! I am so very happy.” Then her face changed, “Poor old 
fellow! He was not all bad, he thought he was doing his duty.”
The physician who had allowed them a few minutes, now 
came in and signed for them to go, leaving her in charge of 
Lois.
What quiet happiness was theirs! And not theirs alone, 
a subdued joy was on every face, and amongst the sweet 
companionship of all her friends, the frail invalid was far from 
being the least happy of them, and thus the weeks sped by, 
Dora having that feeling so characteristic of convalescence, 
of the absolute freedom from care, of having no duty but that 
of getting well, then of the pleasure of returning strength. 
A silent but deep happiness was hers, delicious indeed was 
everything, the intensity of pleasure is not to be measured by 
noise. What joy exceeds the well earned repose, when some 
heroic deed has been performed, that has required all one’s 
physical power in its accomplishment? To add to the general 
gladness, Lois had received most encouraging news from her 
husband; he had been able to sow peace wherever he went. 
Everything was ripe for change, he had shown the workers 
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that united they were omnipotent, and that violence was a 
mere waste of forces.
The weeks sped on, the cold spring gave place to early 
summer, and the invalid was able to be taken out for drives. 
How lovely all nature was! The perfume of the many tinted 
flowers, the sweet melody of heaven’s songsters, the warm 
beautiful sunlight giving life to all. Dora’s senses seemed 
perfectly attuned to these grand harmonies of nature. Even to 
breathe the balmy air was paradise.
During this time, she had parted with her father who was 
forced by his business to return to his office in America. They 
had a pleasant parting; for Joseph Servile Crawley had made 
up his mind that in future he would see his pretty daughter 
much oftener than he had in the past; but little they knew as 
they parted, that they had seen each other for the last time.
CHAPTER XXXII.--WONDERGILT AND HIS WIFE.
Dora had never seen Wondergilt since he had come with her 
father, though many a kind message and pretty present came 
from him, yet much to her surprise he did not come himself; 
but a clue was at last gained: Mrs Wondergilt was jealous. At 
his last visit he had shown too much interest in Dora to please 
his wife. She expressed her sentiments about the forward little 
baggage in no very mild terms. When Wondergilt suggested 
that her illness was not her own choosing, she told him that, 
neither was it his mending.
He had visited her again; but the invalid was asleep, and he 
had said nothing about the visit to his wife; but the better half 
heard of it—and then Wondergilt heard of it again, to a very 
powerful tune.
To tell the truth he could not deny his wife’s charges, that he 
was very fond of “the bold little minx”, as she called her, who 
must have been playing her cards very skilfully to have made 
Wondergilt break his allegiance to herself. It was perfectly 
useless for him to protest that Dora was the most innocent 
creature, and that she had done nothing to try to win him.
“Was it likely a man would cease to love his own wife, if the 
creature had not set herself to win his affections?”
He assured his wife, she was wrong in her ideas about 
Dora, and besides he was still very fond of herself. To this 
she angrily replied, “Dora! Indeed, there must have been very 
tender passages between you, or you would not call the low 
little wretch Dora!”
“I wonder,” she spitefully continued, “you do not know 
the respect due to your position better than to consort with 
persons so beneath you.”
Every attempt to explain only seemed to land the unhappy 
man deeper in the mire, and he could but own to his wife she 
had cause to be angry with himself. But all the rage seemed 
to expend itself on Dora, so the old fellow feared to visit, and 
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felt himself very cowardly in not doing so, and at the same 
time thought it was wrong to go. So he satisfied his complex 
feelings as well as he could by sending pretty presents and kind 
messages, but it was no use to expect Dora’s company on the 
visit of inspection. He was almost glad she was unable to come, 
for his wife was sure to be very unpleasant, so accompanied 
by his legal spouse, the old man wandered through his 
galleries, piloted by the various guides, accompanied by his 
guard of armed detectives, and watched by the Argus eyes of 
his physician,1 whom he had reinstated. For months back, his 
old feelings of gloom had returned, and though when he was 
getting better, he could “throw physic to the dogs”,2 when the 
dire misery of dyspepsia invaded him, he was only too glad to 
try again the effect of drugs and simples.
So there were the pair wandering listlessly through the 
winter gardens, orchid houses, stoves and conservatories, as 
interested as though they were a pair of owls being shown 
a collection of curious coins. As he carelessly strolled, the 
keen point of an aloe gave him a sharp stab. Thoughts of 
assassination flash through his brain to be followed by anger.
“Why,” he says to the head gardener, “do you put such 
dangerous plants to grow here, what do you call it?”
“It is the Agava Americana”,3 was the answer.
“Agava,” he said, full of interest, “Why Agava is a kind of 
fibre?”
“Yes sir,” the gardener said, “the fibre is got from the leaves 
of the plant.”
“Do you remember the stuff, Virgin? I made a lot of money 
out of Agava, it was used to adulterate horsehair for stuffing 
railway cushions, I should like a specimen of the plant to be 
1 Argus is a many-eyed giant in Greek mythology and the phrase “Argus etes” 
came to mean very attentive.
2 From Shakespeare’s Macbeth, Act 5, Scene 3.
3 Also known as the American aloe.
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sent to the Royal Exchange, it is so very interesting to have 
mementoes of one’s past life.”
Although the encounter with the Agava plant, brightened 
up the visit a little, it was a very long, tedious and tiring 
undertaking to do all the more important of the plant houses in 
one day. But the task of inspection was so extremely distasteful 
to him, that he worked hard to get it over as quickly as possible. 
It was intended to take the picture galleries the next day; but 
the old fellow was so intensely wearied by the long visit to 
the plant houses, that he stayed at home in consultation with 
his physician; for he had one of his nervous dyspeptic attacks. 
The smart of the place where the Aloe had pricked him, kept 
reminding him of death by violence; but the day following he 
nerved himself for the task of listening to a grand concert in 
the Albert Hall.1 So great was his fear of assassination, that 
excepting his guard of detectives, and his doctor, he and his 
wife were alone with the performers. He was in one of the 
boxes where he could not be seen. He listened patiently for 
some time; but after a while, he said to his wife in a weary 
manner, “Virgin, how much more is there?”
“I think they have done five,” she said, “there are about 
twenty on the programme.”
“It’s very tiring, don’t you think so? It’s very wrong of them 
to make it so long.”
The weariness grew until at length he dropped into a 
sound slumber. His physician was delighted, the unfortunate 
capitalist had had no sleep without opiates for weeks. 
Unfortunately when the piece finished, he woke again, only 
however to drop asleep with the next item. Archimedes2 
was not more delighted when he found how to test Hiero’s 
1 The Royal Albert Hall in London, named for Queen Victoria’s husband, opened 
in 1871.
2 Archimedes (c. 287–c. 212 BCE) was a Greek mathematician and scientist.
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crown1 than was the doctor with his new discovery. He did 
not run naked through the streets for he had his clothes on, 
nor did he dance, for custom did not allow wild fandangos to 
staid physicians. But mentally in his intense delight, he did 
outrageous things, the cure undoubtedly found. He would 
get Wondergilt to order music to be written to suit his state, 
and he should sleep as sound as an infant. So it was arranged, 
Sir Sycophant composed lovely lullaby music, and night after 
night the band performed for six, seven or eight hours, as long 
as Wondergilt slept. It was very hard work for them, for if they 
ceased, Wondergilt at once woke. Poor fellows their lot was 
not a sinecure; but the position was not a new one. How many 
a lady companion has read her mistress asleep, the sleeper 
awakening instantly on the reading ceasing, and the poor 
girl is asked in an angry tone, why she does not continue her 
task? But if it was hard on the band, it was very successful, in 
consequence of his unbroken slumbers his health improved 
most surprisingly. His good nights enabled him to go through 
all the weary work of inspection with hardly more feelings of 
distaste than a healthy prisoner on the treadmill. This increased 
cheerfulness enabled him to inspect his treasures much more 
quickly than usual, so the vast stables were visited and the 
magnificent animals put through their paces. Afterwards he 
walked through the statuary courts, the beautiful gardens, the 
porcelain collection, the antique jewellery, and the miles on 
miles of galleries of superb pictures, and in less than a month 
all were inspected, and the weary man was then able to devote 
himself to his dyspepsia.
Almost all capitalists have had a hobby, or some taste, 
some have likes horses, some pictures; but with him, the only 
passion was appropriation and the only interest, the breeding 
of the human race. But within his limits he was strictly 
1 Archimedes’s famous “Eureka” moment was when he worked out how to 
determine whether or not Hiero’s crown was pure gold.
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conscientious, and it was a kind of creed with him, that he 
ought to visit his treasures occasionally, so year by year he 
persevered; but long before this heavy duty of Wondergilt’s 
was over, Dora and her party had left.
She longed intensely for her dear home, and Lois also 
wished very much to see her husband again. To Stanley and 
Lady Courtly nothing mattered much, they had each other, 
and in the joy of the other’s presence, every place was home; 
but they were quite content to go as quickly as the dearly 
loved convalescent wished, so as soon as she had sufficiently 
recovered they left.
Just before they started, Wondergilt gave her a call; but he 
seemed uncomfortable and distrait during the whole visit, 
which did not last long. Dora was very troubled to see a look 
of intense weariness that was the settled expression of his face, 
and tried to cheer him up by talking of his lovely presents 
and thanking him for his great care, and thoughtfulness in 
their selection. A smile played about his face as he listened; 
but each time anything pleased him, his look quickly changed 
to one of anxiety, and he gave an uneasy glance towards the 
door. This discomfort seemed to increase, so he soon left. 
Before he went, he gave her a parting present which she was 
to open when on their journey to New Zealand. He then took 
his leave.
Dora was almost pleased when he had gone, for although 
she really liked the eccentric old fellow, he was evidently so ill 
at ease that she felt uncomfortable as well.
On their passage the package was opened. It was a complete 
set of jewellery, all formed of immense solitaire diamonds, 
each in delicate gold setting, earrings, bracelets, necklets, 
etc. Their value must be almost beyond estimation, when the 
greatly enhanced value of gems is considered.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.--ROBINSON’S VISIT.
The journey to New Zealand was uneventful; but when they 
reached Wainoni, Sterling was present to welcome his wife 
and boy. He was terribly shocked to see Dora’s delicate look, 
but they all told him she was so surprisingly improved to what 
she had been, that he hoped soon to see her strong again.
A very unexpected though most welcome visitor came 
soon after. It was her brother-in-law, Robinson, since Dora’s 
last visit, he had pondered long, and deeply over her sugges-
tions, he had also been very hard worked in his chief ’s absence, 
and much worried by the conduct of Sue’s husband, Brown. 
He had watched his conduct and was sure some treachery 
was intended. He had discussed the affair with Joseph Servile 
Crawley, and they soon had reason to think that Brown had 
detected their suspicions, so that the matter was very difficult 
to trace. Amongst all these anxieties his health had given way, 
and his chief had suggested his taking a holiday for his own 
sake, and also to throw Brown off his guard, and so he had 
come to New Zealand.
He was extremely pleased to meet Sterling, Dora had 
interested him greatly in the mode of life in his federated 
commune; but the matter was so utterly opposed to the 
whole of his experience and thought, that although his mind 
revolted against the misery he saw on all sides, he had never 
seen any cure.
The idea that people could actually be induced to live solely 
for the good of others was to him altogether too chimerical 
to be thought of as a real working scheme; yet after Dora’s 
account of the commune, he had felt the idea so consonant 
with his own life and desire, that he hoped it might be possible.
He poured out all his ideas into Sterling’s ear, and gradually 
the mists of his imperfect education dispersed, and he saw 
man as he was, when freed from the shackles of self, and his 
divinity allowed freedom to develop.
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Many talks the whole group had together, and all kinds of 
minor difficulties were discussed. On one occasion, they were 
chatting about Wondergilt, and Robinson asked what would 
happen should Wondergilt become a miser and suddenly try 
to hoard money, and get fearful that his investments might 
not prove successful, or feel that certain lines of trade were 
useless. Stanley said, “One can see at once, we should have a 
great depression in the particular trades, that would result in 
awful famine and death.”
The talk drifted to the causes of the old depressions of the 
world’s trade. How simple the explanation was now, yet how 
puzzling at the time.
Stanley remarked that Wallace in his “Hard Times”1 gave 
many sound reasons; but evidently the true cause was the 
stoppage of the flow of capital. Any stoppage of investments 
necessarily produced depression.
The great sinus2 of the 1880 decade was the result of that 
financial fright produced by the introduction of the reaper 
and binder.3 Millions of acres of land that were unsuited 
to manual labour were brought under cultivation, the 
production was enormous, the price of prime commodities 
sank so low that in old countries rent was hardly to be earned 
at all. The great land-owning capitalists, in a fright shut up 
their pockets. Diamonds, works of art, and such luxuries had 
no demand, and sank to one fourth of their usual value, many 
of the producers of luxuries had to cease work, the artisans 
these people employed were thrown out of employment, and 
so they had no means to purchase prime commodities.
“That looks a very feasible solution,” said Robinson, 
“certainly one remarkable thing was that here in New Zealand, 
the people suffered from the low price of grain, whilst in 
1 Charles Dickens’s (1812–1870) novel Hard Times (1854).
2 Although generally used in an anatomical sense, sinus has been used to apply to 
any bend or recess, so here it appears to be used to refer to an economic recession.
3 The invention of the mechanical harvester.
Morganeering206
England nearly a million were on the verge of starvation. 
In the same street, children went shoeless, and shoemakers 
starved because they had no shoes to make. People froze for 
want of shelter, yet builders of all kinds paraded the streets 
seeking for employment.”
Stanley continued, “It is absolutely certain that civilised 
man is entirely dependent on capital. If this is not used, all 
must suffer and the poor must famish. The fewer hands that 
hold the capital, the less the holders feel a stoppage themselves, 
and the more disastrous to all the rest. Were all the capital 
equally owned, a depression would be impossible because all 
must have prime commodities and any considerable alteration 
in the amount spent would be difficult to affect; but when the 
capitalist has a million times more than keeps him, he may live 
on one millionth of his income, and cease spending the rest 
and so throw all the people who provided for the remainder 
out of work. But it has been well argued, that if all were to 
hold equal capital, some who were more industrious, more 
cunning, more unscrupulous, or harder hearted than others 
would soon get the others’ share, and in time, we should again 
be as bad as ever. You must admit that Sterling.”
“Of course I do. There is no doubt that it is the truth; but 
with our system, in which no property is personally held, this 
was impossible. Did you ever think of the effect of labour 
saving appliances on the labourer? Remember that demand 
does not depend on the need of mankind; but on their power to 
purchase. Suppose all the old capitalists had found automatic 
means to supply all their needs, what would happen?”
Stanley replied, “Clearly the workers would not be required, 
and being out of work would starve.
People did not generally manufacture for use only; but for 
profit; but if there was no one to purchase, they would not 
manufacture at all. The capitalists might say, “Steam and iron 
do our work, produce our food, and residences, and wait on 
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us, we do not need slaves, who are always discontented, whilst 
a machine never is. Clearly our purpose is better served by the 
machine than by the man!”
“On that theory,” said Robinson, “we might imagine 
Wondergilt alone on the earth pressing the knob that sets 
his automata in motion, and so having the whole world to 
himself. I fear Laissez faire would break down before that.”
“How was it,” he continued, “that the great labour 
combination that promised to do so much failed so utterly?”
“I think,” said Stanley, “that they acted very arbitrarily, and 
so lost the sympathy of the mass of mankind, and without 
sympathy, they were bound to fail.”
“The fact is,” interposed the Communist, “they acted in 
the spirit of conflict, instead of peace; in selfishness instead 
of love. They locally increased the cost of production so much 
that they drove the trade to other places, where labour was 
not so highly paid.
“The China trade has since demonstrated that without 
protective tariffs of some kind, labour must tend to equalize 
itself. We, of course, effected our object by our communes, we 
made for use not for profit; but elsewhere trade travelled away 
to other localities, and labour sank lower than ever.
“What the workers ought to have done, was to have effected 
the combination of the whole Caucasian race.
“Any demand made by the entire white population of the 
world, would have been of such stupendous power and such 
irresistible influence that refusal would have been impossible. 
A request from many hundreds of million persons, that all 
Europe should disarm, would have stopped the last great 
war. A universal progressive tax on capital could not drive 
it to other places as was the case, when capital was taxed 
locally. The only possible action in the face of railways, ships 
and telegraphs was a universal action. And for action to be 
universal, it must be based on love not on self.”
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Stanley answered, “But whilst the people were organising, 
many would starve.”
“I do not think so,” said Robinson, “I feel sure that were all 
joined in one great brotherhood of labour, not for the purpose 
of obtaining better wages; but for higher humanity. The 
strong light of public opinion that could be thrown by such 
an agency upon every foul wrong producing want and misery, 
would cause the wrong-doers to quail before its intensity and 
the tyranny would cease. A just public opinion is omnipotent 
in preventing wrong.”
“Perhaps so,” replied Stanley. “Possibly had they combined 
for others’ weal, public opinion would have corrected 
any known wrong. But I am so used to think of law and 
competition as the only stairs to action, that it is difficult to 
realise anything different.”
“And I, from my experience,” replied Sterling, “feel that 
custom and love are so much more stable than law and 
competition. There cannot be anarchy where custom and 
love have long ruled. Yet law and competition may be so 
dissonant to the mass of a people’s weal, that anarchy is at any 
moment possible. Often, amongst a people ruled by law and 
competition, it is only the wonderful influence of custom and 
love that prevents revolution.”
“Speaking of that,” said Robinson, “I have not heard how 
you have progressed in your mission.”
“Unexpectedly well, beyond hope; but the most surprising 
thing of all to me was the very great number of officials that 
are discontented with the present condition of affairs.
“I find that the great artistic ability of many of my 
countrymen has carried them among the subordinate officials. 
I myself was a marked man, and it was especially ordered that 
I was not to be given any employment of trust. But this did not 
apply to the general mass of my countrymen, and consequently 
many are in responsible positions. These have told of our old 
ROBINSON’S VISIT 209
home, and as an ounce of fact is worth a ton of surmise, they 
have had the most surprising effect. Your high position has 
probably prevented your detecting this feeling among your 
own people; but I can scarcely doubt of its existence it is so 
universal. I really believe that a few years will see the whole 
world organised. When this happens, of course any action is 
possible. But Mrs. Jones,” he interposed, directing his remarks 
to Dora, who was lying snugly tucked up on the couch, and 
listening with much interest to the discussion, although she 
did not herself make many remarks, “Do you know your new 
sisters-in-law seem to be veritable thorns in their husbands’ 
pillows, nor do they seem to be sleeping on a bed of roses 
themselves. The exclusive coldness of Calmanicy has quite 
alienated the mass of the officials, and her small select coterie 
fear her terribly, whilst if one half of what is told of Tossilofty 
and Hautypouty is true, things are still worse in Europe than 
Asia. The arrogance of the one and the violent temper of the 
other have quite destroyed all love for them, and they are only 
courted through fear. It is difficult to say how the matter will 
end.”
“That accounts for the singular silence of all my brothers 
respecting their wives,” replied Dora, “In my last letters, I rated 
them soundly for their neglect, yet even that has not elicited 
a remark. Poor fellows! I expect they have a hard time of it.”
As nothing further was to be said on the subject Robinson 
remarked, “Just now, you suggested a universal tax on capital, 
what would you do with it?”
“The first thing is to see to the children. If they are brought 
into the world and allowed to live, they ought to be well fed, 
in order to have well developed bodies, well educated to have 
good intellects, justly treated that their moral nature may be 
healthy and sound, and surrounded by loving sympathetic 
persons, that their souls should be at their highest. Nature 
tells us that maturity is the time when an animal shifts entirely 
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for itself. The higher the animal, the longer this is delayed. It 
is most delayed in man, and most of all in the highest races 
of man. Nature has rendered the human offspring absolutely 
helpless for months, unable to provide for itself for years, 
and only reaches maturity at an age when most of the large 
mammalia’s lives are over. We are doing a child a great wrong 
to allow any faculty to be stunted. It is better for the child, that 
it should die that live with stunted faculties.
“The first duty then, of the state, is to see that all children 
are fed, clothed, housed, and educated in body, mind, and 
soul. There need to be no trouble as to what to do with the 
money produced by taxed capital. The folly was the attempt to 
the tax it locally, and so drive it with its trade, away to other 
places.”
The result of all these talks was that Robinson became 
very much impressed with the possibility of a higher order 
of life. He had naturally a very hopeful nature, and his health 
increased surprisingly with his improved hopes.
Jones wanted to show him the many beauties of New 
Zealand, and it was thought wise in the superb weather they 
were having, that Dora should travel as well.
CHAPTER XXXIV.--LOVE AND LIBERTY.
So many pleasant days were spent exploring the wonders of 
this lovely land; but of all the places visited, Robinson was 
most delighted with Dunedin and its neighbourhood. There 
was not the magnificence of the mountain scenery, nor the 
marvels of the Sounds with their glaciers and wonderful 
falls, the most lofty in the world; but here nature and art had 
combined with surprising results. Stanley and Lady Courtly 
were equally pleased with the place, so the party wandered 
and explored, drove and rode, sailed in boats and aeromotes 
until most of the beauties of that lovely neighbourhood had 
been seen. Many an expedition the long separated pair of 
lovers took alone, in one of these trips, they visited the set 
of seven beautiful waterfalls beyond the Valley of Leith. The 
scene was new to Lady Courtly; but Stanley had been there 
before. How enchanted she was when the exquisite mossy 
gorge that led to the first fall, the water standing in clear 
pools, overhung with tall tree ferns and fringed with lovely 
Hymenophyllum,1 or rushed on a confused course between 
the narrow rocks, over which, with much laughter and fun, 
Arthur had to help his loved companion. Presently they came 
to the part where the sides approach to within a few feet of 
each other, and tower above to an immense height. Between 
this narrow chink, the lovely blue sky shone like a streak of 
silver. The lady was enchanted, “Arthur I did not think that 
anything could be so beautiful! How perfectly the walls are 
clothed with the delicate green of the pretty mosses, whilst the 
glorious red-brown of the of the rocks forms the most artistic 
contrast!”
Presently beyond the dark olive greens of the narrow gorge, 
the channel opened out, and there the strong sunlight shone 
on the fresh green ferns, producing an appearance of lightness 
and fairy-like delicacy.
1 A genus of ferns.
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Arthur was in front, and caught the first glimpse of this 
exquisite scene, as he helped his companion up over the big 
boulders from whose top he was looking at the perfect picture 
so exquisitely framed by the red rock that terminated the 
gorge. He exclaimed, “Lilian, if you thought the rest beautiful, 
what do you say of this?”
“Say,” she murmured, “why Arthur, we stand at the opened 
gates of Paradise, entering into Heaven!”
The scene was really beautiful; but their mutual eyes looked 
at it through the fairy spectacles of love, that gilds even the 
dull routine of ordinary life, so that it becomes beautiful, that 
makes a wretched hut a home; the broken crust and water, the 
food and nectar of the gods.
Arthur doubtless felt this; for he said, “But I think 
everything is beautiful, if I have my Lilian, my sweet love, with 
me. Are you really happy now?” he asked.
“Yes,” she answered, “at length that sense of uneasiness of 
impending danger, the feeling of something wrong, when I 
am with you, is slowly passing away, and I feel we are truly 
each others.”
This ecstatic feeling in the presence of sunny nature, seen 
in the associates of love, remained within them. Presently 
they came in sight of the exquisite fall itself, the water was 
abundant; but owing to the height; long before it reached the 
bottom it was a dense mass of spray, through which the mosses 
and ferns that clothed the rock to its very summit, showed 
as a green and luxuriant background. Though not grand, 
the whole scene was exquisitely beautiful. Seated on a green 
bank, in a secluded spot a little distance away from the fall 
with clasped hands, the lovers watched the never ceasing fall 
of the water. But Arthur’s eyes soon wandered to the beautiful 
creature by his side, he gave one glance to see they were alone, 
then fondly embraced her.
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“Lilian,” he said, “when will you be my sweet wife, is there 
any reason for further delay?”
“Why should we hurry?” the girl asked by way of answer, 
“is not our present life happy enough? Are not you happy 
Arthur dear?”
“Happy, yes; but I want to own you altogether, I want to feel 
we shall never have to part.”
“Arthur, you know I am a creature of custom, I know there 
is no reason why we should not marry now; but reason does 
not guide me, I am full of prejudice, I cannot get over the 
feelings that have grown with my growth, and are a part of 
myself, and which at one time I never suspected but were 
quite right. Habit guides my conscience more than reason, I 
suppose my feelings are stronger than my power of thought. 
Again I am sensitive to public opinion, weakly and absurdly 
as I know, yet I cannot help it and feel I ought not to marry so 
soon after Sir Obsolete’s awful death. Poor old fellow, I often 
feel I wish I had been kinder to him.”
“I think you were far too kind and faithful to him, it does 
seem hard that the man, who separated us when alive, should 
separate us still. It is not acting kindly to me to put off our 
marriage so long.”
“My own Arthur, do not press me, we are really happy, let 
us enjoy our happiness whilst it lasts,” she said, and with a 
soft entreating look in her beautiful eyes, she placed her small 
soft hands caressingly on his, and the fond fellow lovingly 
kissed the pretty lips that were pleading so earnestly for 
postponement. Stanley felt it useless to argue, and the matter 
was indefinitely postponed.
Little did either expect the great and extraordinary changes 
that would ensue before the fruition of Stanley’s hopes.
Dora’s health was improving beyond all expectation, since 
she had been in New Zealand. She was quite able to take 
her parts in the delightful symposiums that were held each 
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evening, when they were not otherwise occupied by some 
gaiety. She also spent a good deal of time sketching. Several of 
the party sketched with considerable taste, and Sterling who 
although out of practice knew most about Art, was of great 
service in assisting the weaker members. In many of their 
picnics, a part of the time was spent in this way; and it led to 
discussions on the art of the federated communes, at one of 
them Dora asked--
“Did you have an Academy exhibition each year?”
“Well in a way we did, we exhibited the whole of the 
new pictures of the year in one of the large cities; but we 
also exhibited with them, all our great works of art. Every 
commune had its museum and picture gallery, even in the 
agricultural districts this was not neglected.”
“I do not see how you could get a sufficient number of 
people for a commune in the country districts,” said Dora.
“Every farming commune was a manufactory as well, so 
that there were but few communes that had not at least five 
hundred inmates.”
Lady Courtly remarked, “How very different to the solitude 
of the ordinary farm. It is said that thousands of small farmers’ 
wives go mad from pure solitude. But we are drifting from the 
subject of your exhibitions, you were saying, that you showed 
all your pictures, the new and old together, why was that?”
“There were many reasons. All our pictures were classified 
into as many sets, as there were communes. All were sent to 
the annual exhibition, and when they were redistributed the 
new pictures were added to the rest, and a different set was 
sent to each commune. This only applied to great works of 
art, each commune had its room pictures, and other artistic 
things which it kept as it would its furniture. By this mode of 
distribution, that if a person lived long enough in one of these 
unitary homes, he would see all the pictures at his own home. 
At the annual exhibition, which lasted a month, the new 
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pictures were hung on the line, the remainder being placed 
above and below. In each room some of the finest pictures 
were placed, this prevented crowding and the old and new 
being placed in juxtaposition, comparison was easy.
The whole month was a carnival, in which games, band and 
choir contests, and competition of all kinds were carried out, 
something like the old Grecian games. Every adult member 
had the privilege of spending a week at the carnival, so that 
a fourth of each commune made up a party that travelled 
together to the exhibition, thus giving great homeliness and 
pleasant companionship even during the visit. Had federated 
communes become common, we hoped to interchange the 
pictures of the world in this way; but as this could not be done, 
every person was allowed once at least to make a tour of the 
sections. We found that the contrast of the life thus seen, gave 
great contentment with each member’s lot, besides enlarging 
his mind and gaining experience. The travellers saw that their 
home was the least favoured by nature, in either beauty or 
resources, yet by a system of life consonant with the loving 
emotion of humanity, a harmony of life and perfection of 
happiness not to be found elsewhere had been obtained.”
Robinson remarked, “It seemed hardly possibly that the 
commune could afford such expense.”
“A moment’s thought will show how easy it was. One tenth 
of the labour keeps the present population of the earth. We 
had no capitalists, hence we were ten times as well off as the 
workmen now are, and it easily allowed all I have spoken of.”
When Sterling ceased speaking as the sun was getting low, 
it was thought desirable to return as Jones thought the sudden 
chill of a New Zealand evening was too great a change for 
Dora to risk.
This day’s outing was the last they spent together, for 
Robinson was so very much improved in health, that he could 
not bear to leave his chief to do all the heavy work alone, and 
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so he soon after started for America, taking with him the 
full conviction that man’s life might be organised in such a 
manner, that his highest instincts would have full play for 
action and further development, and that love, not force was 
the true impulse that must be used if the full divinity of man 
were to be attained.
Sterling, who was anxious to be at work again, travelled a 
part of the way with him.
After their departure, Dora had many serious talks with 
her husband, with Stanley, Lady Courtly and Lois, on the 
action they should take about their position.
She could not bear to be instrumental in producing such 
awful misery amongst the hundreds of millions of people 
under their charge.
On the other hand, she could not make up her mind to 
resign. She knew their doing so would be a sad blow to her 
father, and perhaps their successor would be worse than 
themselves.
Personally they would not suffer by resignation, as they 
had saved much of their immense income, and had besides all 
the valuable gems, and other presents of Wondergilt.
These discussions were beginning to tell upon Dora’s 
health, and as soon as her husband saw this, he felt the shock 
of offending her father would be better than the continued 
worry.
So he arranged that Stanley should go to America, and take 
the letter of resignation to Dora’s father.
With much care and consideration, writing and re-writing, 
the letter was finished. It was a long epistle, telling all Dora’s 
ideas: how utterly wrong the present system was, how human 
well being was the only test of what was just and right; that 
no matter how a man had obtained possession of anything, if 
such a possession lessened the sum of human happiness, such 
holding was immoral, and should cease. Whilst the present 
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system stifled human emotion, and developed crime and sin 
of all kinds, under a healthy condition, man would cease to do 
evil. Just as a diseased and blighted tree, when transplanted 
from a cold barren sour soil, to a more fertile spot, throws off 
its blight sends out healthy growth in all directions so man’s 
best emotions would flourish under suitable conditions; but 
these turn to evil under his present life and training.
To develop the good, we have only to substitute the 
teaching of a sound ethic for the formalism of a debased 
ecclesiasticism, a system that permits all kinds of evil, whilst 
it soothes the conscience of the sinner, by the imposition of 
unpleasant tasks that render no person one whit the better for 
the toil.
The letter discussed fully all their ideas as to the future of 
the race, and Dora told her father that her husband would 
hold possession of his post, until someone had been found to 
replace him.
Stanley left as soon as the letter was ready; but his parting 
with lady Courtly was a very different one from the last, nay 
it was almost joyful; for in her sorrow at his loss, she had 
promised him, that on his return, she would become his wife.
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CHAPTER XXXV.--CAPITALISTS AT HOME.
When Robinson reached America, he found that a new 
source of worry had begun to afflict Joseph Servile Crawley. 
The secret combinations, that were growing up everywhere, 
were becoming very powerful, and most disquieting messages 
were sent by his spies from all parts of the world. The trouble 
was that no illegal acts were perpetrated, yet, like a cancer, the 
deadly organisation seemed to be spreading everywhere.
Brown had proved too clever for him, he could not confirm 
his suspicions about him, and wondered if the wide-spread 
combination were connected with his treachery.
Robinson, whose conscience was not without an unpleasant 
twinge when his chief was telling of these combinations, knew 
well that Brown had nothing to do with them, so he showed 
that the movement was not in the least degree consonant with 
Brown’s character.
It was for personal aggrandisement, not the good of the 
race, he was working.
They took a great deal of trouble that Wondergilt should 
not be worried by the disquieting news. Although they acted 
for his comfort in doing this, yet they would have done far 
better for the dyspeptic old invalid, if they had let him know 
all about the secret societies.
He was slowly but surely dying of ennui, and such a change 
of thought as this, would really have occupied and interested 
him, and would have been a blessing.
He would have felt it his duty to have investigated the 
revolt, and tried to discover the origin of the discontent.
But he never knew or even suspected that such a union 
of workers was threatening the very existence of the whole 
system, of which he was the head. So with such a chance of 
distraction within his grasp, he continued to drag out his 
weary miserable life, of which every day seemed to grow 
longer, and more oppressive than the last.
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The time during which he slept under the soothing 
influence of his band, had grown gradually less, and now only 
some three or four hours out of the twenty four were spent in 
blissful oblivion.
In times past many trivialities had amused him, he had 
been pleased to hear the Emperor of Germany talk of his 
grand regiment, and even helped him select the tall fellows 
that formed it, and that so far surpassed that of his ancestor 
the great Frederick, as was possible when the selection was 
from the whole world, instead of from the kingdom of Prussia 
alone.
He had winked at, and humoured the miserly habits of 
anotherlxxiii monarch, knowing well, that whatever his wealth, 
the imperial personage, would never be able to come into 
competition with himself.
He had been pleased to lend his palaces, to various 
potentates, all of whom he treated with great liberality.
But of late their fulsome sycophancy had palled upon him, 
and he was no longer interested in their amusements.
His old clerk and wife were practically his only companions; 
but John Servile Crawley had seemed to have utterly broken 
down, since his son’s appointment as Chief Clerk. The old 
fellow was now quite senile, and in his dotage his thoughts 
travelled to his earlier years, and often he let out some very 
unpleasant truths, as to his estimation of his employer’s ability 
and character.
But even that was past now, and the old fellow was clearly 
very near his end.
Virgin, Wondergilt’s wife, had never since he parted with 
Dora, had any cause to be jealous of anyone. The two were 
constantly together. She was his partner and loyally kept to his 
bond. He had not married for love, only to improve the race, 
and the union had failed of its object, and although the failure 
often led to recrimination, yet each knew a great deal of the 
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whole of the other’s life and had that mutual respect, that 
renders a loveless union bearable, and is often even made by 
long continual habit so necessary, that like the presence of a 
snoring companion, the absence produces unrest. A worrying 
but continual noise commences by irritating and preventing 
sleep; but only let it continue long enough and its cessation 
is almost as severely felt, as was its commencement. We are 
creatures of habit, change of any kind must come slowly, and 
the failure of any attempt at a higher life is more often due to 
its discordance with our present habits than from any fault of 
the system, these habits having sunk so far below the correct 
pitch of human perfection, that they are not consonant with 
the harmonies of the new and better mode of life, and so the 
attempt at a higher humanity fails.
So linked by habit, the old pair dragged on their lonely life, 
weary with each other, yet not liking to be apart, weary of the 
pomps of life, yet not once thinking of relinquishing them, 
weary of their visits to their stores of all kinds, yet continuing 
to do their supposed duty of visiting them; weary of the world 
in which they had no single joy, yet without the courage to 
quit it.
In such a life, anything would have been a distraction; but 
his Chief Clerk did not suspect this, and so he loyally tried to 
avoid giving his trouble, and he carefully prevented any news 
of a disquieting nature getting to him.
He need not have troubled for Wondergilt had been 
so pestered by petitions, by begging letters, by attempts at 
assassination, that he absolutely refused any communication 
of any sort or description. No messages but from his Chief 
Clerk were to be brought him, every other communication 
was to be destroyed unopened, for the mere opening of many 
missives had caused the death of several of his officials.
Thus secure from interruption, we must leave him and 
return to Joseph Servile Crawley in America, to whom a new 
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messenger of trouble was already on his way, in the shape of 
Arthur Stanley, bearing Dora’s letter asking that her husband 
be allowed to resign.
When Arthur arrived, he had a long confidential talk with 
Robinson, before presenting the letter.
When he saw Dora’s father, he was struck with his worn and 
weary look, and after telling him all was well in Australasia, 
he gave him the letter, and left him, saying that he should be 
pleased to talk with him n the subject of its contents if he desired 
it. After reading it, Joseph Servile Crawley shut himself up in 
his room, and did not see anyone for a day or so; then he sent 
for Robinson who had a long conversation with him. When 
it was over Stanley hastened to see Robinson, who told him, 
that in addition to Jones’ resignation a new matter for worry 
had turned up, his chief had received a long letter from Tom, 
he had read the letter which covered over forty sheets and 
was a long lament about the conduct of his wife, Tossilofty. 
Long tales of the difficulty he had to mend the many breaches 
her arrogance had produced; of her weak acquiescence to 
her many male favourites who openly despised him, and 
introduced dissension into his administration. He had tried 
to rule his wife, but she scorned control, her tongue was the 
most waspish he knew. He believed he could get evidence 
such as would justify a divorce; but he felt the matter would be 
a disgrace that would injure the unsullied name of the family.
He told his father that something must be done, for his 
whole staff, although outwardly obedient, were really divided 
into three camps hostile to each other.
He owned, he was sorry to say, few loyal followers. Then 
the followers of his wife’s favourites, and a very large party 
that were utterly discontented with the system altogether. 
Tom went on to say, that with such a complex machine as 
the present system, it was utterly impossible to work with the 
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wheels out of gear, and he asked his father’s earnest attention 
to help him in the troubles that were surrounding him.
Robinson told Stanley that he had advised his chief 
to ascertain Wondergilt’s feelings as to the complete 
reorganisation of society. But Joseph Servile Crawley feared 
it would never do. Wondergilt was always kindness itself, so 
long as people did as he willed; but he had time upon time 
heard him say he would hunt to the death any person, who 
thwarted him in his opinions.
Of all the systems on the face of the earth, there was 
nothing he so hated and opposed as communism, and 
anything like the federated communes of the Netherlands, he 
felt sure he would oppose to the very utmost. He confessed 
Dora’s defence of the system, and his own personal misery, 
had done so much to lessen his own dislike; but he felt himself 
that man as a rule was now too bad and too selfish to think of 
such a solution. It would have to be gradually achieved; but 
Robinson told Stanley that his chief was in far too feverish 
and excited a state, for him to argue the matter very fully, so 
he had left, with the remark that he should be glad to talk the 
matter over with him, when he desired it. Neither of the pair 
was sent for, for a few days Joseph Servile Crawley was unwell. 
At length Robinson went to see him on his own account. He 
was ill in bed—with a wan smile he gave him a couple more 
letters he had received, they were from Dick and Harry, and 
allowing for the difference in the character of their wives, and 
the circumstances of their position, they were a repetition of 
poor Tom’s complaints.
“Evidently,” said Robinson to Stanley, “Sterling was not 
far wrong when he said that the conduct of these princesses 
seemed likely to precipitate a revolt against the officials.
Dora’s father was soon well enough to be about again; but 
he did not send for Stanley who was practically unknown to 
him, and he hardly felt able to fully open his mind; but he had 
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several long talks with Robinson, with the result that he wrote 
a letter to ask Dora and her husband to stay on, and make 
any slight alterations in the administration as would tend 
to lessen the misery caused by the present system. When he 
could see his way, he would talk to Wondergilt to ascertain his 
views. But at present he felt too undecided himself to advise 
and in fact would like to travel with Dora and her husband, 
and ascertain as fully as he could all her ideas and so on. To 
tell the truth, he had come to the conclusion that Dora was a 
very clever little creature, and he could not remember a case 
in which his afterthoughts did not tend to cause him to think 
that his dear little daughter’s views of life corresponded with 
the facts of the case.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.--CLOSING IN.
So after the letter was written, Arthur was sent for, the old 
official meant to have a long talk with him, now that his 
actions were determined on.
Robinson told Arthur that his chief was wonderfully im-
proved in spirits since he had decided the course to take. With 
respect to the Princesses, he had arranged that they should 
take a long visit to their parents’ homes, and he would decide 
on future action afterwards.
When Stanley came according to appointment, he heard 
sounds of scuffle and cries for help. He rushed quickly in to 
find Joseph Crawley struggling with a wild looking man, while 
both were covered with blood; he caught up the office stool 
and felled the man to the ground, where he lay insensible. 
The Chief Clerk was badly wounded. Stanley first placed 
him comfortably in an easy chair, and ran out for assistance, 
leaving the man insensible on the ground.
When he returned, he examined Servile Crawley’s wounds, 
his hand was fearfully cut, evidently in trying to wrench 
the knife from the assassin’s grip, in this he had doubtless 
succeeded, for the knife was lying under the desk. He bound 
up this with strips of handkerchief; but he found there was a 
bad wound in his chest; he tried to staunch it; but there was 
evidently internal bleeding; for as he regained consciousness 
he gave a slight cough and brought up blood.
Several of the clerks were soon present, and some of them 
took the assassin out into another office, he was an emaciated 
delicate looking man, and the force with which he had been 
struck had crushed his skull and he was still insensible.
The doctor soon came, and after examining Crawley, he 
gave no hope of his recovery, other surgeons quickly arrived 
and these confirmed the opinion of the first. They did not 
advise his removal, so a bed was sent for, and soon the dying 
man was placed in as comfortable position as possible.
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The assassin after a time recovered consciousness. He was 
examined by the surgeon, who saw that from his weak state he 
had but a short time to live.
He soon lapsed into an unconscious state, from which he 
again recovered. An attempt was made to get a statement from 
the man, who only said that Brown had enabled him to enter, 
and told him that it was Joseph Servile Crawley that was his 
enemy. His pockets were searched, and a number of petitions 
were found, one addressed to Brown. He was evidently a fanatic, 
and had succeeded in getting at Brown who had given him the 
order that enable him to penetrate to the Chief Clerk’s rooms.
Robinson and Arthur told Joseph Servile Crawley their 
suspicions; he had also been informed of his dying state. He 
instantly gave orders that Arthur should at once supersede 
Brown as Clerk of America, that Robinson should be his 
temporary successor, until Wondergilt could be consulted as 
to who should permanently succeed him.
On the suspicion based on the dying fanatic’s statement, 
Stanley and Robinson issued a warrant for Brown’s arrest, and 
seals were affixed to his safes, desks and offices.
They asked the dying man if his daughter should be sent 
for, but he only murmured, “Not yet”. He again became 
insensible, and his last words were, “Fond love to Dora.” He 
never recovered consciousness, and in a short time breathed 
his last.
All his last orders had been written out and attested by the 
surgeons, and others present.
As soon as possible after the funeral was over, Robinson 
and Stanley started for England; but previously to doing so, 
trustworthy detectives and agents were set to work to search 
all Brown’s papers etc., to ascertain what proofs there were of 
his treachery and connection with the murder.
When they reached London, they found that Wondergilt 
and his wife had absolutely secluded themselves for some 
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days, and had given orders that on no account were they to be 
disturbed; but great anxiety was beginning to be felt on their 
account. The visitors decided to go to him at once; but they 
first tried to ring up by his private telephone with no success, 
he had probably thrown it out of circuit. They then decided to 
go to the Royal Exchange to see him personally; but the sense 
of an impending disaster was strong upon them.
At the Exchange no news could be gleaned; but that he had 
been in his private suite of rooms with his wife for the last 
three days.
Stanley asked the attendants to knock him up; but they 
feared to do so, he was so irritable and it would be worth their 
place to disobey him. After much discussion with the guards, 
Arthur went himself and knocked; but all to no purpose, as 
instinctively he had felt would be the case. He then proposed 
the door should be broken open; but this the guards absolutely 
refused to consent to.
After much trouble, Robinson as the Chief Clerk of the 
world, induced the officer of the guard to promise that on 
account of the serious news of all kinds, and the death of 
Wondergilt’s most trusted official, if nothing were heard 
before the next day, he would break the room open.
Everyone was beginning to get very excited about the 
matter, and his physicians were particularly anxious.
But nothing was heard from them, so early the next 
morning, the place was broken open. It was no easy task; but 
by the aid of skilled locksmiths and dynamite, an entrance 
was at length effected.
Wondergilt and his wife were found lying apparently 
asleep on their bed. A hurried examination on the part of 
the physician, soon showed that they were both dead, and 
had been so for some time, probably days. On the table was 
a sealed packet with the words;—“To be opened only in the 
presence of the Chief Clerk of the world.”
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Robinson showed that by the testamentary desire of his late 
chief, he temporally held the post, and consequently opened 
the parcel.
It began by stating that life to both himself and wife had 
become unbearable. Intolerable solitude and ennui had made 
them their especial victims. They had, after much deliberation, 
decided to leave a world which they were utterly tired and 
weary beyond the power of description. They had mutually 
agreed to take morphia and choral, by which means they 
hoped to die a painless death.
He had left his property to no single person, as there was no 
one he hated with sufficient intensity to give him the misery of 
such a life. He dared not leave the horror of such a load on any 
human being, especially anyone he respected. It was a burden 
too heavy to be borne. In detail he described all the misery of 
his life, and concluded by leaving the settlement of his affairs 
to Joseph Servile Crawley, or any successor he might name, 
assisted by any six persons, male or female, he might choose 
to help him in the work. His long and loveless life had taught 
him that the triumphs of self were quite powerless to give 
happiness, so he desired that they should try to benefit the 
mass of mankind. He was not clear how this could be done; 
but he believed from his own unfortunate life, they were at 
present on the wrong track.
He had felt himself utterly unable to mend matters, and 
any attempts he had made to alter the existing order, he had 
always found to miscarry.
Assistance must not be given as charity; but as a just right, 
for charity always destroyed manly independence, and made 
the recipients mere mendicants. He had no heirs and he 
consequently desired that his capital should be held in trust 
until his clerk felt that it would, by its use, benefit mankind, 
not as a charity but as their own just right. He advised no 
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sudden change, as that, like charity, he had always found to 
act badly.
Finally he desired that their funeral should be absolutely 
private and entirely without ostentation.
Robinson showed his signed credentials to the assembled 
officials, and stated that as desired by the deceased, all was to 
go on as usual for the present.
He would call together his advisers, and would consult 
with them, what should be their action in the future.
He immediately sent to Ireland and communicated with 
the fathers of the three princesses to send at once for their 
daughters; and he also sent to the chief officials all over the 
world, telling them of the changes in view, and also requesting 
them to hold office as before, telling them to reduce slightly 
the hours of labour, and to increase by a small percentage the 
employees’ wages, also to relieve all the sick and aged from 
any labour they are engaged in, and to allow them their wages 
as a pension.
The funeral took place as directed, there were of course 
no true mourners. Old John Servile Crawley was too weak to 
attend. When he was told of the death of his chief and his only 
son, he only made the remark, “Gone before me, both gone, 
all gone before me.” A few days afterwards, he was found to 
have passed away.
Robinson consulted with Stanley and they decided that 
Dora and her husband, Sterling and Lois, and Lady Courtly 
with Stanley himself should act at present as his council of 
decision; also that they would leave all the present officials 
in charge and start for New Zealand at once to carry on their 
consultations.
Sterling was telegraphed to and told the news, he was asked 
to meet them in New Zealand.
Robinson knew the American officials well, and advised 
Stanley, whom to put in charge of the office during his absence.
CHAPTER XXXVII.--CONCLUSION.
When they reached New Zealand, they found all well, and 
Sterling already there to meet them.
Stanley begged Lady Courtly to marry him quietly before 
the business began.
“You know, my darling,” he said, “my happiness has been 
so long delayed that I cannot endure the thought of further 
postponement.”
The lady said that in face of the recent death of Dora’s 
father, she did not like the idea of marrying him at once; but 
his despair at the thought of further delay at length forced her 
to consent, and so with only their five friends the ceremony 
was quietly performed.
A remarkably distinguished group they looked, for 
Robinson and his six advisors were intellectually, physically 
and morally very fine specimens of mankind; and their kindly 
emotions showed themselves in their countenances. Stanley 
and his wife were to be away for a few days only.
They spent their time in the environs of Dunedin, where 
they had been so happy as engaged lovers.
Quickly the days passed, and they were again with their 
friends in the cheerful drawing room at Wainoni. Little was 
altered in the appearance of anything since the time when 
they had their last discussion there; but what a difference in 
the circumstances!
Their arguments had a graveness now, they never possessed 
before; for did not the wellbeing of all mankind depend upon 
the opinions they might come to, as to the best course they 
should take in the management and disposal of Wondergilt’s 
immense wealth.
But few now had any private property, the capital of the 
world belonged equally to all the people in the world. Never 
before had any group of persons such responsibility as those 
in that small room. Evidently the several members of the 
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group felt the greatness of their task. For a long time they sat 
in silence, and there was that faraway look in the eyes that 
bespoke great mental preoccupation.
This long reverie was at length broken by Jones saying--
“Sterling you can go the length of your tether now. What 
are we to do?”
“Nothing quickly, and what to do slowly I dare scarcely 
think, the problem is too vast to grapple with. Of course private 
ownership of every kind must cease. That is undoubtedly the 
“primum mobile” of all sin, crime and misery. But how shall 
we fit the people for their liberty? The fetters of oppression 
have been so long worn, that the festering sores of vice they 
have produced, are almost past healing. In the greater mass 
of mankind, the cramped emotions can never be fully re-
established, that is one of the effects of a social wrong. It is not 
alone and the pain and suffering of the time, it is the legacy 
of misery that remains that makes the evil so dreadful. The 
stunted, distorted cankered wrecks that the cruel blight has 
left, these have to be reckoned with in estimating the full 
malignance of the wrong.”
“But Harold,” said Lois, “we may surely begin to educate, 
begin to show them some glimpses of the majesty of creation, 
let them hear some strains of the grand harmony of nature, 
as revealed by science, let them taste of the sweetness of 
mutual joy?”
“If it is possible, certainly, but to the blind and deaf, what 
are fine pictures and sweet sounds? ‘Tis the benumbed senses 
and emotions that I fear will make our task so difficult.”
“Doubtless,” said Dora, “the senses are benumbed, and the 
emotions torpid; but had you seen the pathetic sorrow I have 
witnessed at the embarkation of the emigrants; the despair 
over lost companions and departing children, you would 
not be hopeless. The senses and emotions exist, they may be 
frozen by the sunless life they have led but joy will thaw them 
if we only know how to give the joy.”
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“What I believe should be done,” said Stanley, “is to 
commence with the real in their education. It was not until I 
felt there were immutable laws in nature, when the same effect 
always followed the same cause, that I was at all able to reason 
without unfounded prejudice.”
Jones, whose mind had become a good deal practised in 
actual production said, “What I suggest is that a certain part 
of their working time should be devoted to study that might 
seem to tell on their trade.”
“A really splendid idea,” said Stirling, “if a part of say 
Monday, when they were fresh, were devoted to exercises of 
mental and physical development under the idea of merely 
fitting them for their work, much might be done. I have always 
been impressed with the remarkable fact that the training most 
valuable in evoking the inductive faculties, should happen to 
be the identical first principles of experimental science, that 
are also most needed in successful economic production.”
“There is another matter that must give us hope,” said 
Robinson, “it is the fact that working at any industrial art has 
of itself an inductive character. The working population are 
credulous to a degree. This is chiefly in consequence of the 
value of trustfulness as a factor in evolution; but I suspect 
much is also due to the inherent truthfulness of mankind; 
for a liar is ever ready to think all statements untrue. This 
credulity will naturally disappear when myths are confronted 
with the facts of nature, the superstition will be replaced by 
faith based on evidence. Thus the occupation of the workers, 
although it has disqualified them for scholastic studies, has 
exactly prepared them for an education of a character suitable 
to their own trades, and of all studies these are the only kind 
valuable in the development of the inductive powers. This 
coincidence is to me most hopeful.”
“Doubtless,” said Stanley, “education is important; but 
when we have commenced their education, we must gradually 
lessen their hours of labour, and get them to spend their time 
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together in social amusements, suitable to their low intellectual 
state. But as quickly as may be, we must liberate the miners 
of gold, and precious stones, neither of which products have 
any great intrinsic value. Museums, art galleries, etc., must be 
established. We have to remember that all is theirs by right; but 
just as it is not safe to give too much food to a starving man, so 
the people must be gradually prepared for their new life.”
Sterling interposed, “I believe your suggestion of liberating 
the miners, who are searching for gold and precious stones, to 
be a good one. In the new system we must strive for simplicity 
of life, with richness of emotion and fullness of thought.”
Stanley’s bride, who was present, said, “One thing we must 
avoid if possible, the people must not be allowed to be idle; for 
with however great a truth it has been spoken of as the father 
of vice, idleness is equally the parent of misery.
“In passing from the constraint of childhood to the liberty 
of maturity, there is usually a period when the wild oats are 
sown. Occupations lessen this evil—so with mankind in 
passing from slavery to freedom, there will be much disorder. 
This must not dismay us, the best efforts of all thinkers must 
be directed to occupy man, so as to reduce the mischief to a 
minimum.”
“Dirt has been defined,” said Lois, “as matter in the wrong 
place, and equally I believe vice to be misplaced virtue. If we 
can use the energy that produces vice, and direct the stream 
to the channel of virtue, our object will have been effected in 
the noblest manner possible.
“It was a grand thing when Franklin led the deadly 
electricity harmlessly from its destructive course; but it was a 
far higher achievement, when the later electricians harnessed 
the deadly fluid and made it carry in its swift flight the message 
of love and peace throughout a warring world. And besides 
if any vice be really a misdirected virtue, it would be much 
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easier to make the current flow usefully in its proper course 
than to stop it altogether.”
“Yes Lois,” answered Sterling, “we must try to utilise the 
forces of the old system as much as possible in forming the 
new; but we must try to heal the festering sores produced 
by the manacles of greed, by using the healing spray of love, 
before employing the victims in the work of reconstruction.”
Dora answered, “We must try as quickly as possible to 
substitute the reign of love for that of law; for when law rules, 
he who keeps the spirit and breaks the letter is a felon, and 
he who breaks the spirit and keeps the letter is a law abiding 
citizen if not a saint.
“When love guided by truth is the universal ruler, all action 
is right, the spirit is all, the deed nothing. Love is a despotic 
ruler, whose law is perfect freedom and though the reins of 
love are soft as silk, they are none the less strong and durable, 
for all their flexibility and beauty.”
“Yes,” said Stanley, “if we can only get the mass of the 
people to see that happiness is only to be found by a life for 
others, all will be well. I wish they could but know how much 
more satisfaction is generally felt in having done one’s duty, 
than in wresting one’s rights.”
For many days the matters relating to the world’s weal 
were discussed. Gradually light came as to the action to be 
taken. For no one argued for the sake of their own opinion; 
but to ascertain the truth. They did not glory in that they were 
correct in their ideas; but in their love of the right.
As Sterling had said, “Truth before all things.” The keen 
blade of truth may cause much pain by excising error; but 
the cure is radical, whilst the soft touch of love guided by 
falsehood has bred more foul disease than intentional cruelty.
They tried their best when searching for the right, to 
judge only by the evidence, to make no reservation of creed, 
of unfounded opinion, or of mere prejudice. They knew 
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that every error discovered and corrected in a true system 
strengthens it, and enlarges its scope, whilst if the system be 
false, the finding of an error may shatter it altogether, and save 
much future misery.
Knowing this, they sought earnestly to find any flaw in 
their own ideas, and anything sound in those who differed 
from them. In all cases they tried to use suspense of judgment, 
until all the evidence was presented.
Whilst thus engaged in the attempt to calmly and 
dispassionately unravel the mystery of the higher life, they 
received a message from America informing them that 
the assassin was dead, and before his death he had given 
evidence implicating Brown in his attempt, and that Brown’s 
papers also showed him to be intriguing with some officials 
in England, in an attempt to cause Wondergilt to displace 
Joseph Servile Crawley.
His trial had been adjourned and the evidence of his 
criminality was increasing. Robinson wrote to say that they 
were to take the case when complete to the High Court at 
Washington; and the work of reconstruction was resumed.
After much discussion it was decided to write a statement 
of the circumstances of the new condition of things, and 
send a copy to all the old members of the commune of the 
Netherlands, and to use these men as instructors to prepare 
for the new system.
This took some time to prepare, and the friends felt how 
imperfectly they were able to express all their thoughts on paper.
They tried to show all the possibilities of the new order, 
how invariably if a group be started with the intent of each to 
live at ease, and enjoy life, misery and failure follow; whilst 
if each person enters it only to diffuse happiness and render 
all the aid possible without thought of self, success is sure, 
each person has looked for a field of service and has found 
paradise. They were told to try and perfect themselves as 
CONCLUSION 235
instruments of others’ welfare. They were to search with the 
convex lens of love, to find the virtues of men; but use the 
concave glass of charity when investigating their vices. They 
were always to court, rather than tender criticism; to respect 
the opinions of others, and endeavour to find and understand 
the reason for their views.
They were to avoid anger, remembering that all men are 
such as they are, not by their own making; but by their heredity 
and the influences that have acted on them since birth, that 
though the will is free to act, the mode in which it will act is 
always dependent upon the inborn disposition of the person, 
upon his training and upon the exterior force acting on him.
As we do not blame; but give medicine to the sick, so 
we should not blame but should punish moral disease, 
chastisement being the medicine of morality.
They were asked not to content themselves with merely 
putting another prop under the present crumbling social 
system. Had not such futile attempts been frequent enough 
already? Is not the decaying structure braced in all directions 
by legal enactments, strutted by vested interest, buttressed by 
cruel custom, and cemented by blood and tears? How carefully 
its rotten timbers are covered by the plaster of complacency, 
and its fractured beams hidden by the pretty patterns of 
conventional propriety; but the whole edifice totters to its 
fall. Nor is the event to be regretted; for in an unscientific age, 
the fabric was founded on superstitious credulity, in the cruel 
morass of dogmatic belief, that was kept continually foul by 
the putrid stream of self-seeking greed.
Their aid was asked to help to design and erect a new 
system which should be constructed of the imperishable 
material altruism. It should be healthily placed on the 
elevation of human welfare, and the whole founded on the 
rock of truth. They were to strive that every part, even the 
most insignificant, should have its foundation in the real; 
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nor must time be lost, they should try to design, erect and 
have the new structure ready for all such as have the sense 
to detect the coming catastrophe, or wish to escape the foul 
fogs of flippant cynicism. The miasma of hopeless despair, the 
pestilential malaria of dreary pessimism, all of which are so 
abundantly developed by the present decaying social system.
They were to be prepared to succour the poor maimed 
wretches, who might escape with their lives from the debris, 
when the storm of passion, or the hurricane of despair with 
their almost irresistible force, shall come and break like so 
many cobwebs all the intricate bonds that keep the present 
structure together.
In the new system of society, they must see that all have 
full liberty to develop their powers. Equality of opportunity 
to serve their fellows, and each one to feel himself to be one 
of the fraternity of mankind. They were to attempt, as far as 
possible, to subdue the brute, to perfect the animal and exalt 
the divine in man.
Whilst our friends are thus preparing for their herculean 
task, of attempting to plant joy in the place where for centuries 
nothing but misery has flourished, to replace starvation, 
sickness and despair, by plenty, health, hope, the time has 
come when we must unwillingly bid them farewell.
We have to leave them at their work with the trust that 
their future deliberations shall result in action, so beneficial 
to mankind that altruism under the unerring direction of 
scientific truth shall be the one impelling force for all action.
Error may die hard, but it is possible to kill it, whilst truth 
is immortal.
 “Love, thou must lead, for that thou hast been sent.
 Hunger is strong, but Love’s omnipotent.”1
Finis.







vi In the typescript, the last two words are “to leave”
vii The typescript has an additional sentence, “The tyrant loves a man 
hunt.”
viii The phrase “as a general rule” is not in the typescript.
ix The last phrase in the typescript is “and he found it so.”
x The typescript does not include the final phrase in this sentence.
xi The typescript has a different ending to the sentence, “at the first 
opportunity.”
xii In the typescript the sentence begins, “After the intense mental strain 
of  the past few days,”
xiii The typescript has “the twenty-first of  June.”
xiv In the typescript, this reads, “In fact, a perfect method.”
xv Insert so
xvi In the typescript, the last phrase in the sentence is “the spirit of  
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xvii Stanley/Sterling
xviii The typescript is slightly different, saying “At first perhaps ten per 
cent would choose to be idle, and what of  that?“
xix A “thousandfold” in the typescript followed by “When people picked 
flowers, they were careful not to spoil the effect of  the gardens.”
xx In the typescript, the sentence begins with “The enjoyment was also”.
xxi In the typescript, the sentence begins with “In”.
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illegible and a large ? in the margin. “The notion of  the persistence of  
the fittest individual led to the diabolic doctrine of  refined selfishness 
that promises to culminate in”
xxiii gentēs in the typescript.
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xxv In pencil in the margin “Married to an old man.”
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“When marriage was not a final contract, it was remarkably durable. In 
that case whilst, they were like courtship in that the higher nature guided 
the lovers by the silken cords of  love; but in the general contract the 
lower nature too often chained the higher down by the reins of  legality.”
xxviii In the typescript, this paragraph and the next two are marked 
rewrite.
xxix The typescript has present rather than individualistic.
xxx The typescript simply has “Her” at the beginning of  the sentence.
xxxi This sentence has the notes, “This should be omitted; the style is 
obsolete.” and “Reads awkwardly.” The typescript has “readers” rather 
than reader” and does not include the last phrase.
xxxii In the typescript, the long sentence is broken into two sentences.
xxxiii The typescript adds “She introduced Sterling under the name 
of  Gardiner to a few of  the party. But the joy of  their union was too 
new for them to require other acquaintances, and they spent their time 
together looking on.”
xxxiv Not a term in much use, but the meaning is clear.
xxxv pharisaical/Pharisaical
xxxvi The typescript has “Pharisaical complacency”.
xxxvii In the typescript, the sentence begins “Such a person.”
xxxviii The typescript inserts “a severe shock and” at this point.
xxxix The typescript has “he was” rather than “although.”
xl The typescript has “unsuited.”
xli The typescript adds “individualistic.”
xlii The typescript has this as “the result; add”
xliii The typescript starts the sentence with “So improved.”
xliv pharisaical/Pharisaical
xlv In the typescript, a penciled note calls this an “Old fashioned 
expression.”
xlvi In the typescript the sentence begins “Charles’s return to 
Christchurch.”
xlvii The typescript has “stop.”
xlviii The typescript has “for.”
xlix The typescript has “By the time”.
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l The typescript has “among” rather than “amid” and ends the sentence 
with “priests of  Mammonism.”
li Barland/Borland
lii The typescript ends the sentence with “, etc., etc.”
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lvi The typescript concludes the sentence with “alien feelings.”
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lviii The typescript refers to the “whole” festivities.
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lx Insert on
lxi “was” in the typescript.
lxii The typescript adds “as well as with her own winning ways.”
lxiii This paragraph does not appear in the published text and is inserted 
from the typescript.
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lxv The typescript has two brief  sentences of  illegible text added in 
pencil.
lxvi In the typescript, the last phrase is crossed out and replace with “was 
somewhat of  a sceptic in mammon worship.”
lxvii In the typescript, ‘maid’s,’ while not crossed out, is replaced by 
‘servant’s.’
lxviii In the typescript, ‘old,’ while not crossed out, is replaced by ‘former.’
lxix tell/tells
lxx “This human natural faculty.” added in the typescript.
lxxi The typescript changes this to “of  wealth”.
lxxii imply/implore
lxxiii In the typescript “the British” has been crossed out and replaced by 
“another.”
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I.i Publications by Bickerton:
Social and Political Issues
Esperanto. Exhibition Visitors. An Exhibition Science Club. Christchurch: Lyttelton 
Times, Co., Ltd, Printers, [1906]. 8 pp.
The Immortality of Marriage. Pamphlet Mentioned by Tolerton in Ettie. No copy lo-
cated. Presumably collects his contributions to the debate in the Lyttelton 
Times (see below) and may include the contributions of others.
Morganeering Or, The Triumph of the Trust. A Fragment of a Satirical Burlesque on 
the Worship of Wealth. [Christchurch: Wainoni Publishing Co.], nd. Ac-
cording to Bickerton, this was based on an even earlier election leaflet, 
which has apparently been lost. This is a fragment of “Morganeering 
Or, The Triumph of the Trust.” Weekly Times and Echo (London), no. 
2917–2933 (January 4–April 26, 1903): 11, 11–12, 11, 11, 11, 11, 11, 11, 
11, 10, 10, 10, 10, 10, 10, 10, 10. There is a manuscript in the Canterbury 
Museum, Bickerton Papers, Canterbury Museum. Bickerton’s Papers. 
Box 4, item 354c. 
The Wedded Wife. A Poem (In Proof). Christchurch: Ptd. and pub. Harry Arnold 
Cooper, 1894. 
‘Humanity’s Guides.’ Lyttelton Times (8 June 1898): 2. Response to Socius. Calls 
himself ‘a scientific Christian.’ Says that he counts on ‘the force of public 
opinion’ to bring about needed social change. ‘At twenty years of age I 
witnessed a sex tragedy that has influenced my life.’ In London, his work-
ing-class students failed to attend, he visited their homes, was shocked at 
the poverty, and concluded that distribution was at fault. Believer, still, 
in progressive taxation, then land nationalisation (single tax), then State 
Socialism, and finally, under the influence of Darwin’s theory of evolu-
tion, he came to the ethics of Christ. Ends by arguing that while indi-
vidual families still have a function, families need to cooperate.
‘The Immorality of Marriage.’ The Lyttelton Times (23 March 1899): 3. Rpt. in Can-
terbury Museum. Bickerton’s Papers. Box 4, folder 19, item 354c. Re-
sponse to a sermon by Rev. R.A. Woodthorpe.
‘The Immorality of Marriage.’ The Lyttelton Times (25 March 1899): 9. Other letters 
on the same page by K.W. Cunningham, Una Sorella, Robert W. Black, 
and Louisa Blake. Nine additional letters. The Lyttelton Times (1 April 
1899): 2.
‘The Immorality of Marriage.’ Lyttelton Times (6 April 1899): 2. Response to Una 
Sorella, Mr. Black, Perambulator, A Plain Man, and Mr. Mellor with a 
note from the editor asking correspondents on this subject to ‘Keep their 
communications as short as possible.’
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‘The Immorality of Marriage.’ The Lyttelton Times (8 April 1899): 11 with three let-
ters by others on the same page.
‘The Immorality of Marriage.’ The Lyttelton Times (29 April 1899): 11. Long letter.
‘Metaphysician, Materialist?’ The Lyttelton Times (3 June 1898): 6. See Inquirer’s 
response in Publications about Bickerton below.
‘Materialist or Metaphysician?’ The Lyttelton Times (16 June 1898): 6. Response to 
Inquirer. See Inquirer [pseud.] in Publications about Bickerton below.
‘The Morality of Marriage.’ Lyttelton Times (6 March 1899): 2. Responding to 
Grandma, ‘The Kingdom of Heaven.’
‘Out-Heroding Herod.’ Canterbury Times (10 June 1897): 42. Rpt. in Canterbury 
Museum. Bickerton’s Papers. Box 4, folder 10, item 354d. Satire directed 
at anti-socialists. This is something of an original utopia in that when he 
has delirium tremens a man experiences all the usually reported evils of 
socialism but after treatment he learns they are all false. No description 
of the good of socialism.
‘Outline of the Coming Century.’ New Zealand Illustrated Magazine 1.1 (October 
1899): 3–8.
‘Social Evolution.’ Lyttelton Times (19 March 1897): 3. Argument that the interests 
of the individual and those of the group are identical. Refers to an earlier 
letter of his and a letter on the subject by W.T.K.
‘Social Purity.’ Lyttelton Times (19 March 1897): 3.
‘Social Reform.’ Lyttelton Times (24 April 1897): 2.
Religion
The Calling of St. Matthew: Leaves from The Life of Jesus. Christchurch: H.A. Coop-
er, Printer, 1897. 12 pp. Also, Bickerton Papers, Box 5, folder 22, item 
414 with penciled note ‘Printed never published.’
‘From Darwin to Christ.’ Creation, no. 9 (October 1924): 132. Ms. in Bickerton 
Papers, Box 2, Folder 8, item 203. Science supports a Christian way of 
life; human evolution is based on love.
‘Old Grind’s Christmas Eves.’ The Canterbury Times (21 December 1898): 46. Rpt. 
as Old Grind’s Christmas Eves. (By Professor A.W. Bickerton.) Christch-
urch: Ptd. at the ‘Lyttelton Times,’ Office, 1899.
Wainoni
Consumption: Its Causes and Cure. Christchurch: ‘Wainoni’ Postal Publishing Co., 
[1902]. Cover refers to ‘“Wainoni” Sanitorium [sic] (Professor Bicker-
ton’s Residence) For the Treatment of Nerve Breakdowns Under Medical 
Superintendence. Twenty Acres of Park, mostly Pine Woods. Hot, Cold, 
Selected Bibliography 243
Shower and Solar Baths for Ladies and Gentlemen.’ Later page is an ad 
for the ‘Avon Mount  . . . Pine Sanatorium For the Open-Air Treatment 
of Consumption’ and Bickerton refers to it in the text. Explicitly a popu-
lar introduction reflecting the scientific knowledge of the time. Ends 
with an ad for ‘Professor Bickerton’s Marvellous Ointment’ obtainable 
from the Wainoni Remedy Company and said to cure eczema, wounds, 
and chilblains.
Mental Healing and Nerve Disorders. Christchurch: ‘Wainoni’ Postal Publishing 
Co., [1903?]. 12 pp. Includes on the back cover ‘Professor Bickerton’s 
Marvellous Ointment’ and on the front cover ‘‘Wainoni’ Sanitorium 
(Professor Bickerton’s Residence) For the Treatment of Nerve Break-
downs Under Medical Supervision. Twenty Acres of Park, mostly Pine 
Woods. Hot, Cold, Shower and Solar Baths for Ladies and Gentlemen.’ 
On the back cover--Professor Bickerton’s Marvellous Ointment. Wain-
oni Remedy Company. For eczema, wounds, burns, scalds, chilblains.
Views of Wainoni. [Christchurch: A.W. Bickerton, 1899?]. Unpaged. Twelve Views 
plus a postcard tipped in.
‘Federal Homes.’ Lyttelton Times (23 May 1899): 2. Response to ‘Co-operate’ who 
had asked ‘How to establish and organise federal homes’. Bickerton’s 
response is that, while difficult, he believes that the right answer is es-
sential to the future of the human race.
‘Federal Homes.’ Lyttelton Times (27 May 1899): 11. Response to P.S.Y. noting that 
of course there are failures in any experiment. P.S.Y. apparently called 
the Kingsley Club a failure; Bickerton disputes this. Argues that being 
too big at the beginning is a problem, and that at the beginning people 
should stay at their previous jobs until the experiment is well established.
‘Federal Homes.’ Lyttelton Times (10 June 1899): 10. Responding to Bishop Julius, 
who had argued the Federal Homes would destroy the family, Bicker-
ton argues that, on the contrary, they can save families. In responding 
to A Worn-out Clodhopper, who had proposed Federal Homes for the 
elderly, Bickerton argues that there should be a full range of ages. Also 
responds to F.S.Y, Homere Hogu, A.L, and W.O.C.
‘Federal Homes.’ Lyttelton Times (24 June 1899): 4. Response to F.S.Y.
‘Humanity’s Guides.’ Lyttelton Times (20 December 1897): 6. Very general letter 
arguing that only in groups larger than the individual family will the 
best of humanity be able to be expressed.
‘Humanity’s Guides.’ Lyttelton Times (24 June 1898): 6. Rpt. in Canterbury Mu-
seum, Bickerton Papers, Box 5, Folder 21, item 372. Response to Socius 
of June 16, 1898. See also Advance [pseud.] under Publications about 
Bickerton below.
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Teaching and Educational Reform
Lectures Notes on Magnetism. London: F. Bell & Co., 1872. Cover has Bickerton, 
F.C.S., Associate Royal School of Mines, Lecturer on Chemistry and 
Physics, Hartley Institution, Southampton. 15 pp.
Materials for Lessons in Elementary Science. First Three Chapters: I., Water; II., Air; 
III., A Candle. Wellington: By Authority: George Didsbury, Government 
Printer, 1883.
Materials for Lessons in Elementary Science With Chapter on Model of the Earth. 
New and enl. ed. Christchurch and Dunedin: Whitcomb and Tombs, 
[ca. 1892].
A Natural System of Map Drawing. London: Swan Sonnenschein, 1901. 8 pp. plus 
8 pp. of maps.
Report of a Lecture on Matter (Taken from the ‘Lyttelton Times,’ August 17, 1874). 
Christchurch: Ptd. at ‘Times’ Office, 1874. Six Lectures separately paged. 
‘Lecture I.--Matter’ is what the title page refers to. ‘Lecture II,--Energy 
(Taken from the “Lyttelton Times,” August 24, 1874.)” “Lecture III.--
Heat” (Taken from the “Lyttelton Times,” August 31, 1874.)’ ‘Lecture 
IV.--The Sun’s Heat. (Taken from the “Lyttelton Times,” September 8, 
1874.)’ ‘Lecture V. Voltaic Electricity (Taken from the “Lyttelton Times,” 
September 17, 1874.)’ ‘Lecture VI. Radient [sic] Energy. (Taken from the 
“Lyttelton Times,” September 21, 1874.)’ In the Lyttelton Times the mate-
rial is ‘Lecture by Professor Bickerton.’ (17 August 1874): 2; ‘Professor 
Bickerton’s Lectures.’ (24 August 1874): 3; ‘Professor Bickerton’s Lecture.’ 
(31 August 1874): 3; ‘Professor Bickerton’s Lecture.’ (8 September 1874): 
2-3; ‘Professor Bickerton’s Lectures.’ (17 September 1874): 2; ‘Professor 
Bickerton’s Lecture.’ (24 September 1874): 3.
University Reform. The Inaugural Address for 1881. Delivered at Canterbury College, 
New Zealand University. Christchurch: Ptd. by G. Tombs and Co., 1881. 
21 pp. Much is an argument for the value of teaching science. Argues 
against rote learning, memorization. Stresses the importance of indi-
viduality.
‘On a new Thermometer for Lecturing Purposes.’ Transactions and Proceedings of 
the New Zealand Institute 7 (1874 pub. 1875): 152-54. Read before the 
Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, 1 October 1874.
‘On a Simple Method of Illustrating the Motions of the Earth.’ Transactions and 
Proceedings of the New Zealand Institute 13 (1880): 163-66 with a plate. 
Read before the Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, 2 September 
1880.
‘A Scheme of University and General Education.’ Transactions and Proceedings of 
the New Zealand Institute 7 (1874 pub. 1875): 154-64. Read before the 
Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, October 28th, 1874.
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‘Scientific Instruction in New Zealand.’ Transactions and Proceedings of the New 
Zealand Institute 9 (1876 pub. 1877): 666-70. Read before the Philo-
sophical Institute of Canterbury, 6th September 1876. A lament that no 
science is taught at the elementary level and no teachers are being taught 
how to teach science.
Partial Impact and Other Scientific Contributions
The Birth of Worlds and Systems. With a Preface by Professor Ernest Rutherford, 
F.R.S. London: Harper & Brothers, 1911.
Copy of Letters Sent to ‘Nature’ on Partial Impact. Christchurch: Ptd. at the ‘Press’ 
Office, 1879. 16 pp. Letters sent between 30 November 1878 and 1 
March 1879. Page 16 refers to five other papers read before the Philo-
sophical Institute of Canterbury--On Temporary and Variable Stars, 4 
July 1878. On the Origin of the Solar System, &c, 1 August 1878. On 
the Origin of the Visible Universe, 18 February 1879. On the General 
Problem of Stellar Collision, 13 March 1879. Presidential Address on the 
Genesis of Worlds and Systems, 3 April 1879. The last was published as 
Professor A. W. Bickerton, Presidential Address on the Genesis of Worlds 
and Systems. Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, New Zealand, Ses-
sion, 1879. (From the ‘Press,’ April 5, 1879.). Christchurch: Ptd. at the Of-
fice of the ‘Press’ Company, 1879. 7 pp. CONTENTS. Introduction--On 
some new evidence on Partial Impact. Dated 31 May 1879 and includes 
a brief summary of the theory. No. 1--On Molecular Selective Escape. 
No. 2--The Origin of Cosmical Rotation. No. 3--Temporary Stars prob-
ably produced by partial collision. No. 4--The Origin of Nebulae. No. 
5--The Age of the Sun’s Heat. No. 6--The Formation of Variable Stars. 
No. 7--How Binary Stars become connected. No. 8--On the Origin of 
the Solar System. No. 9--On the Origin of Comets and Meteors. No. 
10--On the Origin of the Asteroids. No. 11-The Origin of the Visible 
Universe kinematically considered. No. 12--On Origin of the Visible 
Universe kinetically considered. No. 13--The Stability of the Cosmos. 
No. 14--The Recovery of Radiant Energy. No. 15--On the Development 
of Potential Energy.
A New Story of the Stars. Christchurch: Whitcombe & Tombs Bickerton Brothers, 
1894. 87 pp. The Victoria University of Wellington copy, in the Stout 
pamphlets, has a two-page letter from Bickerton (from Wainoni Park, 27 
May 1907) tipped in defending his theory of ‘constructive impact’. Stout 
was Chancellor of the University of New Zealand at the time.
Presidential Address on the Genesis of Worlds and Systems. Philosophical Institute 
of Canterbury, New Zealand, Session, 1879. (From the ‘Press,’ April 5, 
1879.). Christchurch: Ptd. at the Office of the ‘Press’ Company, 1879. 7 
pp. as ‘Conversazione.’ Press (Christchurch) (5 April 1879): 2. Also as 
‘On the Genesis of Worlds and Systems.’ Transactions and Proceedings of 
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the New Zealand Institute 12 (1879 pub. 1880): 187–97. Read before the 
Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, 3 April 1879. 
The Romance of the Earth. Christchurch: Wainoni Postal Publishing Co., [1898]. 
[On cover Christchurch: Bickerton Brothers. Another copy just has 
Bickerton Brothers]. In the back is The Birth of a Star. By. W.G.P. (In 
the Sydney Morning Herald.). Christchurch: Ptd. at the ‘Lyttelton Times’ 
office, 1898. 8 pp. and ‘Opinions of the Press’ 6 pp. The 1900 edition 
from London: Swan Sonnenschein & Co. does not include the social 
material. Serialized in the Lyttelton Times on Saturdays in 1898 begin-
ning in March.
The Romance of the Heavens. London: Swan Sonnenschein, 1901. 284 pp. Probably 
the most complete statement of partial impact.
‘The Immortality of the Cosmos; being an Attempt to Show that the Theory of Dis-
sipation of Energy is Limited to Finite Portions of Space.’ Transactions 
and Proceedings of the New Zealand Institute 27 (1894): 538–45. Read 
before the Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, 7 November 1894.
‘The New Astronomy.’ Knowledge 34–35 (September 1911–December, February–
March 1912): 362–67, 379–83, 413–18, 453–59; 47–54, 119–24. The Jan-
uary 1912 issue has an article on ‘Professor A.W. Bickerton’ (14–16). The 
Alexander Turnbull Library copy has additional material from Knowl-
edge tipped in.
‘On Temporary and Variable Stars.’ Transactions and Proceedings of the New Zea-
land Institute 11 (1878 pub. 1879): 118–24. Read before the Philosophi-
cal Institute of Canterbury, 4 July 1878. Became Partial Impact, Paper 
No. 1. This appears to be his first paper on the subject.
‘Partial Impact: A Possible Explanation of the Origin of the Solar System, Comets, 
and Other Phenomena of the Universe.’ Transactions and Proceedings of 
the New Zealand Institute 11 (1878 pub. 1879): 125–32. Read before the 
Philosophical Institute of Canterbury, 1 August 1878. Became Partial 
Impact, Paper No. 2.
Dispute with the Board of Governors
Committee of Enquiry Canterbury College New Zealand University. Statement and 
Letter of Professor Bickerton. Christchurch: Whitcombe and Tombs, 
1895. In his ‘Statement’ (1–10) he reviews his career. These are about 
the first inquiry.
‘Canterbury College. Professor Bickerton and the Board of Governors.’ Lyttelton 
Times (4 November 1899): 9. Reprints in full Bickerton’s letter to the 
Board, which, he says, had been reprinted in out-of-context excerpts. 2 pp. 
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Perils of a Pioneer. A Protest in Linotype. Being the Story of the risks encountered 
and the losses sustained in an attempt to introduce a demonstrated Cosmic 
Theory that shows the mode the Evolution of Celestial Bodies and Sys-
tems as Darwinism shows the mode of Organic Evolution. Christchurch: 
Wainoni Postal Publishing Co., 1902.
I.ii Publications to which Bickerton Contributed:
The Aberdeen Socialist Club 1912–1913, Aberdeen: The Aberdeen Socialist Club, 
[1913] contains a ‘Message from Professor A.W. Bickerton (Our Modern 
Kepler).’ Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Papers. Box 5, folder 22, item 
438. There is also a separate reprint.
McKeage, John. Practical Irrigation. With an Introduction [vii–ix] by Professor 
Bickerton Canterbury College. And a Review by Professor Black The Uni-
versity, Dunedin. Ashburton: Ptd. at the Office of the Ashburton News-
paper Co., 1899. Bickerton discusses how important irrigation could be 
for Canterbury.
Wines of the Bible. Wherein It Is Asked, and Answered--Does the Bible allow the 
Drinking of Fermented Wines? With an Appendix, and Analysis of Fer-
mented and Unfermented Made by Professor Bickerton, of Canterbury 
College, Christchurch. Christchurch: J.T. Smith & Co., 1886. Bickerton is 
described as Colonial Analyst.
Relevant Manuscripts
‘Childhood.’ Ms. Bickerton Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, Folder 8, item 
193. 10 pp. Poem. Christianity.
‘Ethics of Communal Living.’ 12 pp. Handwritten. Alexander Turnbull Library, 
Gifford-Bickerton Papers, A W Bickerton--Papers relating to Wainoni 
Federative Home. MS-Papers-0259-094.
‘Home Sweet Home. Contribution to Communal Living.’ 8 pp. Handwritten. Al-
exander Turnbull Library, Gifford-Bickerton Papers, A W Bickerton-
-Papers relating to Wainoni Federative Home. MS-Papers-0259-094
‘Jack Cade.’ 8 pp. Handwritten. Alexander Turnbull Library, Gifford-Bickerton 
Papers, A W Bickerton--Papers relating to Wainoni Federative Home. 
MS-Papers-0259-094
‘The Message of Hope.’ An address Bickerton gave at the ‘Fourth International 
Summer School To Promote Unity in Religion, Philosophy and Science, 
and its expression in all branches of Social Service’ held in Torquay 3–7 
August 1912 with Bickerton speaking on the morning of the 13th and 
conducting an informal discussion. Alexander Turnbull Library, Gifford-
Bickerton Papers MS-Papers-0259-045 A.W. Bickerton Journal 1912.
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‘A Novel Called Deterioration With a Sequel Called Restoration.’ Ms. Bickerton 
Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, Folder 8, item 192. 14 pp. More a 
synopsis or beginning than a novel and little on ‘Restoration.’ Essentially 
a treatise of the problems of marriage in a story of a good Catholic girl, 
her bad marriage, her love for a married man, and her corruption by 
her husband. 
‘Proverbs & Parables.’ 12 pp. Handwritten. Alexander Turnbull Library, Gifford-
Bickerton Papers, A W Bickerton--Papers relating to Wainoni Federa-
tive Home. MS-Papers-0259-094
‘The Time For Enjoyment.’ Ms. Bickerton Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, 
Folder 8, item 195. 2 pp. Poem about enjoying life. 
‘Wainoni.’ Alexander Turnbull Library, Gifford-Bickerton Papers, A W Bickerton-
-Papers relating to Wainoni Federative Home. MS-Papers-0259-094. 2 
pp.
‘The War.’ Ms. Bickerton Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, Folder 8, item 194. 
2 pp.
‘What Will She do with it. If She Gets It?’ By A Pakeha Maori [pseud.]. Ms. Bicker-
ton Papers. Canterbury Museum. Box 2, Folder 8, item 199. 19 pp. Cover 
plus 18 pages of text. This text was written in England after his return. 
Argues that when women are economically independent, they will make 
eugenically correct choices.
‘The World Chaos—Its Causes and Cure.’ Notes of a Lecture given by Professor 
A.W. Bickerton on Sunday, 15 August 1920, before the International 
New Thought Alliance in London. Canterbury Museum. Bickerton Pa-
pers Box 2, folder 8, item 217. A report on the talk was published in The 
Rally: Official Organ of the International New Thought Alliance (British 
Section), no. 69 (September 1920): 11–13. 
Patent Applications by Bickerton
(Alexander Turnbull Library Herbert Otto Roth Papers MS-Papers-6164-010 (93)
25 July 1883 A Model to illustrate the Motions, the Kinetics, and the Phenomena 
of the Earth, and the Laws of Resultant Motion
13 September 1886 A Balance-beam to use for Chemical and Physical Experiments
16 November 1888 A foot-grating for scraping boots and keeping the feet from 
damp.
20 May 1889 A translucent pocket for storing magic lantern slides or other pic-
tures on glass.
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